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1 N this Lliſt land, thro” ev'ry varying age, 
In good King Arthur's days, with cumb rous Shield, 


Nelentl ſr beauty bade the knights advance, 


Hier modiſi dames were form'd of mildeſt fo, 
But checl'd preſumption Ly a monſlrous ruff, = 
Their breal faſt rage all delicacy ſhocks, | 
_ Farly they pici*d the pinians of an ox, 
Then rode in Jon Lehind the ſeepter'd fair, 
On horſe-back 
= Theſe modes Ws er are alter d, and of late, 
Bee, but not medeſly is out of date ; 
For naw inflead of rich firloins, ve ſee, 


PROLOGUE. 


Pullie and private life have had their rage. 
The Iron champions pranc'e upon the field, 
And bear the rage romantic on their lance. 


From length of time this fury found it's death, 
And wiſer faſhicns marÞd Elizabeth. 


-ſull as well as my Lord Moyor. 5 


Green caliþo} by and yellow callipee * 
Now ladies ſhine from Phaetons afar, 


. And very ſcon fer hape may learn to ſpar ; 

At leiſure hours they work ſeltees, and chairs, 
Or waſle their youth en puddings, or on prayers, 
Tach modiſi dame may quit her cara poſe, | 

To take a hug with Hampbhries or Mendoza. 
As thus the manners di er, eeriters try, - 
To trace the whimſical variety, 


With ot ſervation juſt, and mirror true, 3 


Preſent each reigning folly to the view. 


PROLOGUE. 


Yet, hold, gur author”*s {rene all rage nutgoes, 
A new, excentric charader he ſhews ; 
No doughty 2uicotte, and no modern fighter, 
A dramatizing hero, play —initer, 
One who to gain applauſe, lite wits in vogue, 
Torments with Prologue, or with Epilogue. 
Ai every houſe with incident he meets 
And thinks he ſees proceſſione—in the em, 
In common life will unities expect 
Tools up to politics for flage effet, 
And fo miſled, that if his wife ſhould die, 


Shs made a charming exit,” he would cry. 


But let me not our Comedy foreftal, 

Or court your judgment till the curtain fall, 
Mean while well rive your patience to beguile 
And win from loveli:ft lips the bright ning ſmile. 
Such as it is wwe give it to your view, 

And trufl our cauſe to candour, and te you. 
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DRAMATIST. 


ACT EF 
SCENE—4 Grove—L ady WAITTORT's Houſe. 
Emer Makaxxt and LeTTyY from the houſe. 


ax tAN Nr. 
UT I tel you ls ont—T didn't come to 
Bath to be cork: d. nor wen't—1 Hits all their 
cempany but ſwect Mie Cœurtrey's. 
Lr. Why I declare Miſe Marianne, you grow worſe 


. + 
=> 


and werſe every day, your cc untry manuers Will be 
the ruin of vou. | 


Max. Don't talk about that I. etty, „it was a 3 to 
bring me up in the cc untry! If I had been properly taken 


cure of I might have done great things, I mipht have mar- 


ried the Pact 1 danc'd with at the ball, but it's all over ö 


uc. ſhall never get a huſband, and what's worſe my 
aunt did it cn purpeſe! She ruin 0 me, Letty, that no- 
body elſe might. 


Lr r. How don talk! 1 hope Nlig Courtney havn't | 


taught vou all this. 


Mas. No, ſhe's a dear creature! he has taught n me 
many things but nothing in proper, I'm ſure. 
Lr. Pray bas ſhe tanght you why the never plays 


any tune but the one we heard juſt row? | 
Mas. Yes, and if you'll keep it a ſecret Tn tell you, 


Letty; Mr Harry Neville taught it her lalt ſummer, and 


now the is always play ing it becauſe it puts her in mind 


of the dear man, when it is ended don't you obſerve 


how ſhe ſighs from the bottom of her dear litile heart. 


Ler. Why I thought they had quarrell'd? 
Max. So they have, ſhe won't ſee him, and I believe 
my aunt Lady Waittort has been the occuſion of it; Poor 


8 Mr Neville! I with I could afliſt lim! ſor indeed Letty, 
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1 always pity any body that has been croſs'd in love—it 
may be one's own caſe one day or other, you know. 

Ler. True, and for the ſame reaſon, I ſuppoſe you 
rejoice when it is ſucceſsful? I am ſure now the intended 
marriage of Lady Waitfort and Lord Scratch * 
you pleaſure ? 

Masa. What, the country — FOR has lately 
come to the title? no if you'll believe me I don't like 
im at all, he's a ſour old fellow, is always abuſing our 
ſex, and thinks there is only one good woman under 
_— now [m ſure that's a miſtake; for I know I'm 
10d woman, and I think, Letty, you are another? 

1 Yes, I hope fo, tho' I confeſs I _ your 
aunt a better. than either of us. | 

Max. More ſhame for you, ſhe is a woman 1 ſenti-⸗ 
ment, and hums you over with her ſentiments and flou- 

riſhes about purity and feelings! faith ſhe ought to be 
_ aſhamed of herſelf! no other woman 2 would talk in that ) 
manner. | | 

Ler You miſt he "ER he is a woman of virtue, 
and can't help 3 for the vices and misfortunes 1 1 5 
others. 

8 Mas Then why can't ſhe do as I 13 done, Tann i 
keep her feelings to herſelf — If I had given way to them 
half as much as ſh? has—Oh Lord! 1 don't know what 44 

might have been the conſequences? _ LE 
Luer. For ſhame! you never hear Lady Wai tfort ſpeak 5 

ill of any body. 

Manx. No, how ſhou'd ſhe, when ſhe ſpeaks of nobody 5 
but herſelf. 5 

Leer. Well your opinion is of little weight—my lord | ) 
ſees her merit, and is come to Bath on purpoſe to marry f 
her — He thinks her a prodigy of goodneſs. : 

Max. Then pray let him have her; every fool knows ; ; 
ſo to be ſure does he Letty, that a prodigy of goodneſs i is - 

a very rare thing —but when he finds her out? faith 1 it will | 
be a rare j ke when he finds her out. 

Leer. Shameful, Miſs Marianne! pray, &s ſpeak a bs 
ne intelligibly, and remember your ; aunt's favourite ob- 
ſervation. 7 : 

Max. What is bs I have ſorgot ? 2 | 

Lar. That good ſentiments are always Plain. 1 | 


Mas. f 


_ 
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Man. Ves, 0 are good women — bid her remember 


that, Letty. 


Laer. Huſh! ſay no more, here ſhe comes, and Mr 


Willou ghby with her. 


Max. Ay, that man is always with her of late, but 


come Letty, let's get out of her Ways let? s take a walk 
and look at the Beaux. 


Lr. The beaux! ah, I ſee you long to become a 


woman of faſhion. 1 [LExeunt. 


Entr Lapy WAIT rOr, Wu tovaner and Sta vanr. . 
IL. Wair. When my lord returns, tell him I'm gone 


to lady Walton's, and tual be . immediately. 


[ Exit Serv. 
Wir l. Then your lady thip iS certain Harry Neville i is 
returned! # 5 

L. Wair. Yes, the ongrateful man arrived lat night, 
and as I yet mean to contult his happineſs, I have writ- 


ten to him to come to me this evening, but I will ever 
oppoſe his union with my Lord's ward, Louiſa Courtney, | 
becauſe [I think it will be the ruin of them both; and you 
knov:, Willoughby, one cannot _ their m_— on 
theſe occaſions. | 


WIII. Centainly—but EFanui the time killer whoſe 
only being i in lit» is to murder the hours is alto juſt arrived, 
and my Lord is reſolved on his marrying Louiſa inſtantly, 
only bec: wie bell make a _ member tor his borough. 
in the weit, 5 
L. Warr. Free but ſor various ee I am 1 
mined the ihall be yours, yet it mult be done artiully—my 
circumſtances are derang'd and an alliance with my Lord 


is my only hope of relief, ſuch are the fruits of . 
Willoughby! 


| Wirz. Wen but her beten is e . on 
my lor d's conſent, and how is that to be obtained? You 


know I'm no favourite, and Floriville is a great one. 


L. Wait. I know it — and therefore we mult incenſe 


him againſt Floriville—let me ſee, can't we contrive ſome | 


mode - ſome little ingenious ſtory—he is a tingular cha- 
racter you know, and has violent prejudices. _ 
WiLL. True, and of all his prejudices, none are fo 


violent or ſo ea as that againſt authors and ac- 
tors. | 
B 


* War. 
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Us Wars. Yes, the ſtage i is his ende and ſome 
way or other—I have it—it's an odd thought, but may 
do much, ſuppoſe we tell him Floriville has written a 
play? 

Wit. The luckieſt thought i in the world, i it will make 
him hate him directly. 


L. Warr. Well, leave it to me—T'll explain the mat- 


ter to myſelf, and my life on't it proves ſucceſsful; you 


ſee Willoughby my only {yſtem is to promote tappineſs. n 
Wirr. It is indeed Lady Wutfort—but if this fails, 


may I ſtill hope for your intereit with Miſs Courtney ? 


L. War. Yes, I'm determined the thall be yours and 


neither Neville's nor Ennni*s—but come it's late, and 
; here he 1 is, we'll get rid of him. | 
Eater Enxvi. 

* Warr. Mr Ennui, your ſervant, we were Sein 8 to 
the parade — have yu feen your couſin Neville ? 

Ex. I've an rea—T've jult left him. 

IL. Wair. I ſuppoſe we ſhall fee you at Hoy. Walton's 

in the evening—t:!) when adieu. L Exennt 


Exn. Pve an idea, I don't like this tad) Waitf. rt, |! by 


withes to trick me out of my match with Mir Courtney, 
and if I could trick her in return — / takes H, v. 2-1, ) 


how goes the enemy? Wess one o'clock—thkought it had 
-heigho! here: 5 My patron | 


been that an hour ago: 
Lord Scratch. 


 Fricr * rd ScraTcn. 


3 3 What wonderful virtue in the art of hear- 


ing, may I die if a liſtener is to be found any where—- 


- zounds! am not 1 a peer, and don't [ talk by prerogative ? 


and if I mayn't talk ten times as much as another per- 
ſon what's the uſe ct my peerage? 
Exx. Pre an idea] don't comprehend you. 


L. Scxatcny. That fellow Neville, wouldn't hear a 
- word I had to fav ! abandoned young dog! he's come to 
Bath to invent tales againſt that divinity | dy Waittort, | 
again, I ſuppe ſe. But my ward Lonita thall be put cut 


of his power lor ever. She {hall may Ty you tomorrow. 


Ex. In fact I always forget to give your lorddip 


joy of your title, tho” not of your drels. 

L. Scxarcn. Not of my dre's! ay, ay there's the 
difference—yeu poor devils in n lite are obliged to 
| dre:s 


2 . 
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dreſs well to look like gentlemen—we peers may dreſs 
as we pleaſe ( looling at his watch ) but I thall loſe my ap- 
pointment—palt two o'clock. | _ 
Exx. Paſt two o'clock ! deli ghtful! | 
L ScraTchH. Delightfal ! . 68 at your old wich? 2 


Ex. I've an idea —it had been only one. | ; 
L. Scaarca. And you re 1 becauſe it is an 


hour later. 


LSx. To be fire I am my dear friend—to be fare 1 


am- the enemy has loſt a lizuib! 


L. Scaätcu. So you are happier becauſe you're an 
hour N the other world! Tell me now do you with | 


to die? 


NG No, but 1 with fades would invent a new 


mode of killing time in back, I think Pre tound one — 7 
private acting. | 


L. SI2RATCH. Ading! never tal" to me about he age 


l deteit the there and every thing that belongs to it 
Sand if ever—but no m. unter —1 muit to Lady Waitfort 
and prevail on her to marry me, at the jame time you _ 
marry my ward—but remember onr agreement—you are 
to ſettle your ellate on Louita, and 1 am to bring you 
into parli ament, | 


Ex. In fat I comprehend—T a am to be a hearer and ; 
not 2 ſpeaker. 


L. SCRATCH: Speaker? if you open your W the 


Chiltern Hundreds will be your portiun—lookye—you 
are to be led gentiy to the right ide —to ſleep during the 
debate —give a l. od for your vote, and in every retpact 
move like a mandarine at my command—in ort vo 
are to be a mandarine member, io farewel. 


Exx. I've an idea, here's Naville! In fact he 8 | 


= nothing of my marrying Louiſa—nor ſhall he till after 


the happy day. Strange news Neville! 
Luer Nr vit. : 
Nur. I've heard it all, Louiſr going to be married, 


and m; 1 Lied perlits | in his fatal attachment to Lady Wait- 2 


for:. 
Exx. In fact! why fatal! 
Ni v. Becaule it is the wurce of every miſchief—while 


| ſhe maintains her Power Ger him, I have no hope of 


love or tortune—when my iather died, he left his eltate 
B 2 OS 
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to my brother relying on my lord providing for me; and 
now he deſerts me and all owing to the artifices of an in- 
ſiduous woman. 

Exx. I've an idea, I comprehend her motive. She 
loves you! 
Nav. Yes, tis too plain, and beranls I would not 1. 
ſten to her advances, {he has ruined nie in my uncle's o- 
pinion, and de graded me in L. uiſa's; but I will fee Miſs 
Ccurtney myle.f, I will hear my doom from her own 
mouth, and if the avoids me, 1“ Il leave her and this 


country for ever. 


Enter Perts with a letter, 

Per. A ww tir, 5 
Nev. Without a direction! What can it mean ? 

Per. Sir, 'tis from Lady Waitfort, the ſervant who 
. brought! it faid her ladvihip had reaſons for not directing 
it, which the would explain to you when the faw you. 
Nu v. Oh the old ſhatagem, as it is not directed ſhe 


may ſwear it was deſigucd for another perſon, “ reads) 


Sir, I have heard ot your arrival at Bath, and ſtrange 
as my conduct may appear, I think it a duty I owe 
_ © the virtuous part of mankind to promote their happi- 
* neſs as much as I can, I have long bcheld your merit 
and long vill'd to encourage it, 1 ſhall be at home at 
. 80 ſix this even! ing — Tour's 5 
1 Warten : 
Exx. In tan: a very ſentimental aſſignation, that wou'd : 
as well do for any other m an. | 
NM v. If I thew it to my lord, I know his bigotry i is doch 
that he wou'd (as uſual) only ſuppote it a trick of my 
own, the more caule chere is to condemn, the more he 
approves. | 
un. Pos an idea he 8 incomprehenſible—in fac who 
have we got here ? 5 
Ne v. As I Fre, Vapid as dramatic author, he is come ” 
to Bath to pick up Nee. 1 ſuppoſe. MONT 
Nx. In fact - pick up 
Nu v. Ves, he has 4 ardor frribenh upon him ſo - 
ſtrorg, that Le wou' d rather you'd aſk him to write an 
Epilogue to a new play than offer him your whole eſtate. 
The theatre is his vorld, in which are included all his 
hopes and w lues s in ſhort he is a dramatic N 
| NN. 
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Tax. Has he not a ſhare of vanity in his compoſition? 

| Nav. Oh, yes, he fancies himſelf a great favourite 
wit i the women. 

II. Then I've an idea, I've got a thought by which 
you may revenge yourſelf oa Lady Waitfort—in fat— 
vive him the letter he! certainly believe tis meant ſor 
Enna. | ED - 5 55 
© Nev. My dear friend, a thouſand thanks, we'll flatter - 
his vani by perſuading him the's young and beautiful, 
and my life on't it dues wonders but huſk, here he 
comes. | 
; | Erwter V arid. 

Nev. Vapid 1, I rejoice 20 ©: you! 's a long time 
ſinge we met, give me leave to introduce you to a — 
cular friend of mine Mr Ennui Me Vapid ! 

Ex. l've an idea, you do me hononr, Mr Vapid I 
ſh11! be proud to be better acquaint ed with FOR _ 
| any thin. "new in the literary wol: 

Var. Some wh: pers about a new pantomime, fir, no- 
thi”: L ele. . TR | | 

Nev. An d I'm afraid in the de ſcarcity of ood; 
writers, wo have little ells to expet-—pray Vapid how 
15 this preſent Ceurth ot gatuus to be accounted — 
tic ala! * dr. Amatie genius 

V a. Wiy as to dramatic genius, fir, the ſact is this, 
to ive 4 true piͤure of ili, a man ſhould enter into all 
| 3 ſcenes 3 th. td tolov nature ir, but modern authors 
plu ner {rom one another, the mere ihade of ſuadows; 
now tir, for ray part 1 dive into the world, I ſearch deep 
in to wit heart of man, is true Im call'd a rake, but u- 
pun 127 ſoul, I ory game, drink and intrigue, that 1 
mar hs better able to Cramatize each particular ſcene. 

Ar. F. 50 5 Excite for proflig ey but tell me Va- 
pid, have you got any new character tince you came to 
Þ ro? 


V av. Frith —_ two —and a theſe not very new eicher. 


CO 


: ns {1 2 may we: tis lat they are? 
Nr. n „in write! 
N + 1 We CSF 1 7 Co not. . | „ 
Var. Fin il: ell you—the firſt is a charitable Cie: 


*+."5 n . SS *. ? 
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THE DRAMATIST. 3 
a cautious apothecarz who in determining which of two 
medicines is beſt for his patient, lets him die for want of 


aſſiſtance—jou underſtand — [ think the laſt will do 


ſomething, Eh? 

Exx. I've an idea the apothecary would cut a good 

figure in a comedy. 

Var. A comedy! pla! I mean him for a tragedy. 
Lux In fit I don't compretiend, nor poſſibly the town. 
Var. Now that's the very thing—uark') e, I've found 

out a fecret—witut ver) vody under ſtande, nobody ap- 

proves, and pecple always applaud rofl where they leaſt 

comprchend—there 1 is a refinement tir, in appearing to 


underſtand things incomprehenſible—elſe whence ariſes 
the pleature at an Opera, a private Play, or a Speech in 
Parliament? Why 'tis the my:tery in all theſe things 
'tis the defire to find ont what nobody elſe can—to be 
thought wiſer than others therefore you take me, the : 


Apotheear ry is the hero of my tragedy. 

Nev. "Fae h there is fome reaton in all this, ad I'm 
amn d we have ſo 1 any Writers for the Stage. 55 
Var. Sc am 1 ans [ think I'll write no more ſor an 


vn gratciul public—y ou don't know any body that has a 


Play coming vut do you ? 
Nu v. No, why do you ak? 5 . 
Var He'll want an Epilogue you know that's all. 
N:v. You won't write one, will you? 
Vay. I! oh lord! no, I won't write one; but genius 


yuu know ought to be encouraged, and as he? S & triend 


of vour's— kat's the name of the play ? 
Muy. I really don't know any body has written one. 
Var. Yes, yes, you do you queer dog. 


Nev. Upon my word I do nvt—a coulin of mine in- 


deed wrote one for his own amuſement, but I don't think 
he cbuld ever be pr: 3 on to produce it on the ituge, 
Var. He previiPd on! — The Manager vou mean 
coud'rt b: prevail'd Frag i what do you twink of it? 
Nev, I never rea it, but i'm told it is a good play 
—anl if Perform! d, Vapid, he * ill be proud of your 


©: Wars 1 teak c in time, be: Te Te 4 15 material many a 
dul uy 1:45 been ſaved by a good Epil, Se. 
Nuv. 


— — 


* — 
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Ni v. True, but I had almoſt forgot - why Vapid, the 
lady in the grove will enlarge your knowledge amazingly. 

Exx. I've an idea —fhe's the pattern cf perfection. 

' Nev. The paragon of beauty! Ah Vapid! I would 
give worlds for the coldeſt expreii.on in this letter. 

Var. That letter !—-What do you mean by that letter? 

Nev. And you really POR: not ro know the young 
Lady Waitfort! 

Var. No, — I hav? nt ſpoke to a man fince I came 
to Bath, except a ſwect girl I danc'd with at the Ball; 
and who the is by the Lord I don't know. 


Nev. Well but ds aa as | n Waitfort, ſhe 


: loves you to diſtraction! 


VAp. As 1 hope tor fame —1 never heard ber name 
before. | 


Nev. Then ſhe has heard your” s and amb your 


. en ever read the letter and de ſatisfied ſhe loves 
you. 


Var. (Reads) * Your arrival at Batch Duty I owe 
u e virtuous part cf mar bind long beheld your merit— 


long withed to reward—at home at ix this evening 
pyour's—- A. * itfor t—grove.”—Y es, yes, 'tis plain e- 
g e- now ihe Wan tres By talents—it is'nt the ern 


time Neville, this Las ua ppen'd Sweet fond creature !— 

Vi! go and prepare n. y lelt — © 

| Nel v. Av, co Vapid, — She'll be all on ** to fie you. 
Var. All cn fire! 1 Vene ie fo, io thall 1, and then 

there will be a gereral blow up—wrie a play Neville, 


write a play you Cog—y cu {ce the effect of the muſes and 


graces when they vrite—ycu tce Neville, you ſee but 


hold, hold! how the devil cane you by this letter ? 


Nev. That's true encugh. A, e. I'll tell you, I 
was at her party Lat night, and on coming out of the 
rem the Hipt it in: my hend, Jefired me to direct it and 
give It 2 u- fh hes ofteu ſpoke to me in yuur favour, 
and 1 did) zou all the good I cduld however to be ſure 


- "MS 6 millake, alk the ſervant vi. acnits you, it the 
name al the betta, is uot ber own hand u riting 


V ap. Oh no! iv 5 BG mit'ake, there's no doubt of the 


matter —uiite a play Neville, write à play, then 50% 


learn like me to excttc the pai ens but Imutt 80 U ker 
dix cet ly, 10 aut: — ; ; LE: it. 


Exx, 


— — 
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Exx. I've an idea—if we've common fortune this 


will do every thing. 


Nu v. No, Lady Waitfort*s arts are numherleſs —ſhe 
is ſo perfect a hypocrite, that I even doubt her confeſſin g 


her real ſentiments, to her minis! Willoughby ; and when 
ſhe does a bad action, ſhe never Ppracends“ tis from a good 


motive. — Ne enter Feapid.} 

Var. Gad, I borzor—gou- 1 re called che * 
Neville! 82 | | 

Nev. Yes, yes, I'll write to my couſin to- day. 

Var. But not a word of the love affair to LIM any 
where elie indeed it might do one a lervice but never 
tell an intrigue to a dramatic Author. 

Exx. In ta t—why not ſir? 

Vay. Becauſe it may ſurniſh ont a ſcene ia a Come 
dy, I do it myſelf indeed, think the beſt part of our in- 
trign? is the hopes of incident or itage 4 t- however * 
can't ſtay. 

Nu v. 3 we'll walk with you—P'n n in a purſuit of my 


brother—ycu of your mittreſs. 


Vae. Av Neville, there it 15—now 35 take my advice 
and write 2 play —if any accidents happen, remember it 
is beiter to have written a daiin'd play than no play at 
all —it ina ches a man from ooſcurity, and being parti- 


_— A N 1 21 a i * 2 1 
cular (ds ins world goes) is #4 very great thing. 


Ne. Pat I confels I have no defire to get into print. 
Vat. Get into print ! piha !—t! nat has nc We to de 
with it — every body gets into print u king and 


quacks—peers and poets-- biſhops and bozers—tuvlors 


and Lee, ge, es can't go lower 5 kane: att | 
ot into print but we lar a little hi nigher—we hive 


pri vii. ges os to ourtelves. Now fir, I--for ty 


part 4. talk as I pleaſe ſay what I Will, it u: fu ro 


EXC1ie mixth, tor tuppotins you don't laugh ot wy wit, 


damnc, 1 lang!. 2 elt, Ne villa, and that I ales every 
| body ang 802 the f. 1a mne— 0 Hens! 5 


LX. I ** an idca-no bad mode of routing the ene- 


my. | | U 12 £147, A 


| lucky dog! 


— 


THE DRAMATJST. 
ACT Ik 


| SCENE—4 Chamber i in Lady Wairroxr' $ Hoſe. | 
Enter Vari and SERTAXT, 


Servant, 

IR, my lady will wait on you immediately.  _ 
Vay. Hark'ye fir, i is this Young ey 6 of youre band- 
ſome! | 
SkRv. Sir! 
Var. Is your young hls fir, very handſome ? 
Sv. Yes fir, my young miſtreſs is thought a perfect 4 
beauty. 
Var. Oh charming !—what age do you reckon ber! 

Sexv. About twenty, fir. 

Var. That's the right intereſting. age! and load of = 
the Drama I ſuppole ? 

SERV. Sir? | 7. 

Var. Very fond of plays I preſume ! 3 
Sxav. Yes fir, very lond of plays 0¹ any thing relating 
to them. 

Var. Delightſul !—now am I the happieſt dog alive! 
Yes, yes, Vapid, let the town damn your plays, the wo- 
men will never deſert you. ( Scats himſelf on a chair.) 


You needn't ſtay fir. (Exit Serv.) That's a good lign, 


that fellow is'nt 3 to this kind of buſineſs—ſo much 
the better practice is the deſtruction of love yes, now 
I ſhall indulge a beautiful woman, —gratify myſelf, and 
perhaps get the laſt ſcene for my unfinithed 6 


Enter Lane Walrrokr. 
IL. Wair. Sir your moſt obedient. 
Var. Ma'm [(bowving.) | 
L. Wait, Pray beep your ſeat "I" beg I ment 
diſlurb you. 


Var. By no means ma' am—gire me leave (hends 6 
Chair, * buth f ho the Arn have we got here. 


(Ale. 6 : 
= War. 
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IL. Warr. Pm told, fir, you have buſineſs for Lady 


Waittort. 


Var Yes ma'am, but 1 could wait t whole hours for 
fo beau.iful a woman! | | 
L. Wair. Oh fir! | 
Var. Yes ma'am, I am no ranger t to her charms! 
ſweet young creature! 
L. Warr. Nay ! dear fir not fo very young. 
VA. Your pardon ma'am, and her youth * ber | 
5 other merits— but oh! the has one charm that ſurpaſſes 
8 "bs Warr. ba ſhe ſir, pray as may it be ? 2 
Var. Her paſſion ſor the ſtage ma am ö 
L. Warr. Si! OT 
Var. Yes, her paſſion for the tage that in my mind, 
makes her tlie firſt of her ſex. | 
I.. Wair. Lord fir! ſhe has no paſſion for the tage. | 
Var. Yes, ſhe has! 
L. Wair. But I proteſt ſhe has not. 
Var. But I declare and ufli:m it as a fact, the” ow a 
ſtrong paſſion for the ſtage, «nd a violent nn ſor 
every body belonging to it. 
I.. War. Sir, I don't underſland you—explain. 
Var. Hark'e we are alone —proniiſe it ſhall go no fur- 
ther, and JL'il let you into a fecret—I know. 
L. Warr. Well fir —what do you know? | 
Var. I know a certain dramatic author with whom | 
| ſhe intrigues—he had a letter from her this OS 
I. Warr. What! 
Va, Yes, an allignation— don't be alorm'd -=the man 
may be depended on—it is ſaſe very ſate—long in the 


babit of 1 intrigue —a good Pn too—a very goes per- 
ſon. 


L. War. A | 

Var. {Whiſpering ber] Hark ye, he means to make her 
happy i in leſs than half an hour. 
IL. Warr. (Ring) Sir, do you know who you are = 
talking to? do you know wh o 1 am? 

Var. No—how the devil thould I ! 
I.. Wan. Then know, 1 am Lady Waicſort ! 
Var. You lady Waittort ? 


5 Wai To 
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L. War. Yes fir, and the only Lady Waitfort. 


Var. Mercy on me ere s incident! | 
L. Wai. Yes, ard ! am conviuc'd, you were ſent 
here by that traitor Neville Speak, is he not your friend? 
Var. Yes, nia am, i know Mr Neviie—here' s equi- 
voque! 
L. Wair. This is * trick, ſome ſtratagem of "RO | 
he gave yuu the letter to perplex and embarraſs me. 
Var. Gave the latter! *Gad that's great—pray ma' am, 
ive me leave to alk you Gne  queſtion— did you write to 
Mr Neville 
L. Wait. Yes es, fir, to coufcls the truth I Gid——but 
from motiv es. 5 
Var. Stop, my dear ma' am did ha it—now let | 
me be clear —firit you 6nd him a letter; it is not ſo? 
Yes—then he gives it to 'me—very well: then I come 
(tuppoiing you only tw entF) mighty well! then you turn 
out to be n ninety —chonming ! ! then comes the embarraſſ- 
ment; then tlie eccl..ircilicment! Oh glerious! give me 
your hand you have atoned for every ching! (embraces : 
| her With ra? ture. F 
L. Wair. Oh! I owe all this to that villain Neville 
] am not revengeiul, but 'tis a weaknels to endure ſuch 
repeated provocation, ard I'm convinced that the mind, 
tiiat too frequent] y fore vives bad actions, will at laſt for- 5 
get god d ones. 8 
Va. Bravo! 1 it is the very beſt 1 T | 
erer heard--I'll take it down and bleud it with the inci- 
dent, and vou thall be gratified one day or other wich 
ſceing the whole on the f age (aves ut his comm: n-pluce 
L and orites} „he mind chat too frequently tor; gives. 
bad ations, will at laſt tor Zet good ones.” 
L. Warr. This madman's folly, is not to be borne 
if my lord too fhou'd dilcover kim here, the conſequences 
miglit be readtul, and the icheme of Ennui's pliy all | 
ur be—Sir, I detire you'll Jait my bunte imniedi. ately 
h! Vii be reveng'd I'm. determin d. [ Exit, 
Var. There's an exit—very well! Pve got incident 
however —'taith Pre noble t ilents—to extract gold from 
len has been the til of numberleſs philoſophers : but [ 
extract IL trom a better metal, Lunan frailty Oh it's a 


great 
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great thing to be a dramatic genius! a very great thing 
| Indeed? / As he is going off Lord deratch enters. ) 
Var Sir, your molt cbedient ! 
L. Scaarch. Sir, your molt devoted! es 
Var. Very warm Tragedy weather ſir—but for my 
part I hate ſummer, and Vil tell you why—-the Theatres 
are then ſhut np fir, and when I pats by their doors in 
an evening it makes me melancholy —T look upon them 
as the tombs of departed friends that were wont to in- 
ſtruct and delight me I don't know how vou teel- per- | 
| haps you are not in my way, + 
L. ScxaTCH. Sir! 
Var. Perhaps you don't write for the fl Lage—if you a do 
there is a capital character in the houſe for a farce! _ 
L. Scaarcn. Why what is all this? who are you? 
VA. Whom am | !—Here's a queſtion ? In theſe times 
who can tell who he is? for ought I know, I may be 
great uncle to yourſelf, or firit coutin to Lady Waitfort— | 
to the very woman I was about to—bnt no matter, ſince 
you're ſo very inquiſitive, do you know who you are? 
L.. Scxarcy. Who am I—vhy I'm Lord Scratch! 
VA. A Peer! contemptible! when I atk a man who 
kei is, do you think I want to know hat are his titles and 
ſuch ſtuſt—nc, Old Scratch, I want to know what he has 
Written, when he had the curtain up, and whether he's a 
true ſon of the Drama—bark'ye, don't make yourſelf 
uneaſy on my account—in my next Pantomime perhaps 
I'll let you know who I am, Old Scratch! [Ex 
I. Scrarcn. Aftcnithing! can this be Lady Waifont's 
Houſe?—“ Very warm tragedy weather fir, in my next 
pantomime let you know who 1am, gad Pll go and 


inveſtigate the matter immediately, and if the has wrong'd 


me, by the blood of the Scratches, Pl] bring the whole 
butineſs before Parli ament, make a ſpeech ten hours long, 
reduce the price of opium, and ſet the nation in a tumult. 
| [ Ext. : 
SCENE—Library at Lady WairForT's. - 
© 85 Enter 5 ü | 
5 V ar. Eicher this houte is a labyrinth, or 'T in cefleting 
on my incident have forgot myſelf; for fo it is, | can't 


find my way out Eh! who have we here ?——by the 
lixtieth * my little partner! 


Taler 


| 
3 
a 
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Enter Marianne. 
Mas. The poet I danced with !—he little thinks how 


| much Pve thought of him ſince? Sir! ( we eying.) 


Var. Ma'am, bowing.) 1 
Mak. I hope fir, you caught no \ cold the other night. | 
Var. No, ma'am, I was much nearer a fever than a 
cold—pray ma'am what is your ſtudy? ? 
Max. I have been reading All for Love” —pray fir 


do you know any thing about plays? 


Var. Know any thing about plays! there's a queſtion. | 
Mas. I know ſo much about them, that I once acted 


at a private Theatre. 


Var. Then yon acted for your own amuſement and 


nobody's elſe: what was the play? 


Mx. I can't tell. 
Vaye. Can't tell. | | | | 
| Mar. No—nobody 1 a way they have. 


Var. Then they act no play of mine — ſo, then with all 
this partiality for the ſtage - perhaps you wou'd be content 
with a dramatiſt for life! ? MS if his morals were 


fine. 


Max. Lord! 1 dort care about fine nl de ra- 


| . my huſband had fine teeth and Pm told molt wo- 
men of faſhion are of the ſame opinion. 


Var. To be ſure they are - but cou'd you really con- 


ſent to run away with a poet? 


Max. Faith with all my heart—they never have any | 


money you know, and as I have none, our diſtreſs wou'd 
be compleat, and if we had any luck our adventures 
wou'd become public, and chen we ſhou'd get into a 


Novel at laſt. 
Var. Into a priſon more b TI” ſhe goes on in 


| this way, I mult dramatize her firit, and run away with 2 
her after w ards (aide) come are you ready? ; 


L. Wair. (without. XY Tell my lord Pl wait in the 
Library. 3 | 


Max. Oh Lord! my aunt, what's 8 to be dene! 
Var. What's to be done! why ? 


Mas. She muſtn't find yOu here—ſhe'll be the PR 


| of me the's to violent. 


Var. Well, Pm not aſraid of her —ſhe' s no critic. _ 
7 ä Mas. 
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Mags. No, but if you've any pity for me—here hide 
yourſelf for a moment behind this ſopha, and I'll get her 
out of the room directly. 

Var. Behind this ſopha ! here's a new fituation ! (gets 
| behind the Sopha, M. rianne . ts on it, takes out her working 
bags and fings. _ 

Enter Lacy WairrorT. 
NAS. Toll de roll, &c. 
L. Warr. Marianne, how came you here? 4 I defire 
you'l leave the room direfly! ! 
Mas. Leave the room aunt ? / Looks toward: the Sopha. ) 


L. Wair. Yes, leave the room immediately—what 


are you looking at ? 


Ma. Nothing aunt, nothing—Lord, lord ! what will 
become of poor Mr Poet. [ Exit. 
IL. Warr. So, here's my lord—now to mention En- 


nui's play, and if it does put prejudice him agamit him, 


Willoughby marries Louiſa, and Neville 1s in | my on 


. yours.” 
5 | Faces Leap 8 
* Scxarca. That curſt pantomime ruffian nobody 


knows any thing about him— perhaps my lady has got a 


ſudden touch of the Dramatic Maniac, and prefers him 
: here ſhe is, now if the ſhow'd talk about the ſtage. 

L. Warr. Pray be famed my lord—1 want to alk y ou 
a favour. 


L. Scratch. Aſb n me a 1 is it pollible my lady? 


I.. Warr. Yes, for our friend Ennui—v hat do you 
think he has 3 1 | 

I .. Scratch. What! 

L. Warr. Turn'd author—he has written a comedy. 
L. Scxar cn. A comedy ! She has it!  [ Afige. 


L. Warr. Yes, 'tis very true, and it has been appro 


ved of by men of the firſt dramatic fame! 


L. ScrATCH. Dramatic tame! dhe has it, damn me 


but ſhe has it. [Alde. 


LI. War. Nay, if you need Gier proof my lord, it 
has been approv'd by the manager of one of the theatres, = 


and the curtain is to be drawn up next winter, 
L. Scratch. The curtain drawn up! Look'ye ma'am, 


: I care no more for che nter, or his theatre, or his 
| | prompter 


. 
Wt 
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| prom pter—( Vapid raiſes his head from behind the  Sopha, 
ien pops it down.) | 

Is . Wair. Now my lord, the favour I have to aſk of 
| you is this. Promiſe me to peruſe the play, make alte 
rations, and write the Epilogue. 
I.. Scaarch. Write the Epilogue ! Fire and fore fa- 
rhers! | 
L. War: Ay, « or the prologue! 
| L. Scxarca. The Prologue ! Blood and W : 
| (Vapid Jumps up from behind the Sopha, and ſmacks Lord 
Scratch on the back.) | 
8 Prologue or Epilogue! I am the man—I “I write 
you both. 
„I. Scrarcn. There he is again! 5 
I. War r. Oh I {hall faint with vexation, my lord I | 
beg you'll miſinterpret nothing—every tang ſhall be ex- 
plain'd to you. Marianne! (calling). 1 ; 
| L. SCRATCH, Here's the curtain up with a vengeance. 5 
19 4 Enter Martanne - 
1 Warr. Anſwer me directly, bow came that gentle- 
man in this apartment? I know it is ſome trick of yours. 
Vak. (coming down the ſtage.) To be ſure never was a- 
ny thing ſo fortunate! Upon my ſoul I beg your pardon; 
but curſe me if I can help. laughing to think how lucky : 
it was for you both I happened tO be * the ys | 
ha, by „ 5 
Dax. (As i if taking the * ) Faith no more can * 
Te be {ure it was the luckieſt thing in the world ha, ha, 
ha (here /. ev tuih luugh ond fuint 10 Lord Scratch and La- | 
| dy Waitfort, who Hal ame 2d.) 
I. Warr. Sir, I infit you'll lay aſide this levity, and 
_ inftantly explain how you came into this houſe ! 
Vie. Su Ha, ba, ha. | 
L. Scxarch. Ay, herbs diſpatch—T i in- 
treat you diſpatch—I have ſo much to tay 


Var. Never fear old i take care of you, (i 
a li tone of voice.) 

IL. Wait. None of your "whit els lrak out fir! 
Var. With all my heart—then 1 came here, fir, by 
Jos Ladythip's own appointment. 

IL. Warr. My own appointment! 1 ſhall run wild! 

| SY | Var. 
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Var. To be ſure—you have hardly forgot your | own 
hand writing feeling for the leiter. | 
L. Scratch. Her own hand writing ! Get on fir—1 
beſeech you get on. 

 Vae. Why look'ye Old Scratch—yow ſeem to be an 
admirer of this lady's —now I think it my duty as a 
moral Dramatit—mark me, fir, a moral Dramatiſt, to 
expoſe hypocriſy therefore, hr, there is the letter, read 
it and be convinced of your error. 
I. Scrarcn. Very well! Have you, done fir? have you 
done? conſider I am a Peer of the Realm, and hall die 
it I don”: talk. 

Var. And now fir, I wall beg a favour of you, (gets 
cl iſe to lim }—lizep the whole a leerets dor mn it gets hack- 
nied it loſes all its force. 

L. Scaarca. Grauted ! gran nel Tn orant you. any 
ching ſo you v.:11 but get on. 85 

Vae. Between ourfelves—T me: n— 

L. Scaarck. No e „„ 

Vap. To bring it all on che ſtage! huſh! ſay nothing 
—it will have a capital effect, and brother Bards will 
wonder where I ſtole it—Your ſituation will be wonder- 
| ful—you havn't an idea how ridiculous you'll look— — 
you'll laugh very much at yourlelt I aſſure you, your | 
prot kal! be done well! little Cherry ſhall do you! 

_- L.:;Scrarcsn.. What is all this !—well—now I will 


| enn U wait no longer. 


Var. Ys, 3es, Il take care of - ine in hs | 
Buck baſket will be nothing to it—he was only the dupe 
of another man's wife, but you'll be the dupe of your 
own you know—* think of that Mailer Brook, think of Z 
that,“ — well Þ'!l write you the Prologue and Epilogue ; WM 
but you need not {end me the Comedy, we never connect 
either with the play now—your friend may be damn'd 
you know and don't chuſe to ſuſfer for his fins I like to 
live and fight another day Marianne farewell my dear 
Old Lady adicu—ÞPI do your buſineſs depend on't. [Exit. 
L. ScaaTcH. He's gone without hearing me! then 
there's an end of every thing, ior now here I ſtand 
once a Parriter—lince a Ceuntry Gentleman, and now 
2 Peers. 1 and thy ye made i "my attempts to ſpeak, I 


can't 
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can't be heard a ſyllable—Mercy, mercy ! What will the 
world come to! a Peer and not to be heard! 

L. Warr. My Lord, aſſured of my own innocence, 1 
have no doubt of juſtifying myl-lt, and even by means 
of that letter encrealing your aſlection—it was written to 
another perſon —your ungrateful * 

L. >crarch. My nephew ! 

L. Warr Yes br, I cou'd not perceive him loſing the 
eſteem of his friends without having the defire to reclaim _ 
hm—iudced 1 knew no better mode of fulfilling my pro- 
ject, than by perfonally warning him of his fituation— 
for this purpoſe I wrote that letter, and I never thought 
it would be thus mitus'd—1l there is any improper warmth 
in the expretſions it only proceeds from my anxiety of 
enſuring an interview—l hope fir, you are ſatisfied? _ 

L. ScrkaTCH. Why I believe you my lady, and I 
ſhou'4 be perfectly ſatisfied if L cou'd forget your paſſion 
for the ſtage, and that madman behind the ſopha. 

L. Wai r. As to that fir, this young lady can inform 
you - 1 defired him to leave the houſe an hour ago. 

Ma. { Af.) Pm afraid, my only way is to confeſs 


Al u- lord, it I conteſs the truth, 2 hope you'll pres | 


_ Vail on my aut to forgive me. 

L. Sczatcn. Tell what you know, and In 4 
for yeur torgiveneſs. 
Man. Why fir, I found the gentleman alone, and 
not having had a tete-a-tete a long time, I preſo'd him 
to ſtay, and on hearing your voice, put him behind the 
to ph; a—that you might not think any thing had happen- 
_el—an4 indeed fir, nothing did happen—upon my word 
he's as quiet an inoffenſive gentlemun as yourſelf. 

L. Scxarch. My tears are over! Oh you finithed com- 
poſition! come to my arnis, {embraces ) and when I ſuf. 
pect you again dag much 0 this curlt cough Taxes one 
to ſuddenly . 


| Pacer Wo. 


Exx. Pve an idea, Florivelle is arrived, in | Fad 1 juſ ü 
now ſpoke to him. 
I.. Scratch. Florivelle 3 Come my "4? let's 
go ang ive what his travels have done ſor him—hark'ye 
n tor your interview With Louiſa, and re- 
C 3 8 member 
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member you make a mandarine member—come my la- 
dy- nay, never irritate your feelings. 
IL. War r. Alas my lord! it is the misfortnne of vir- 
tue to be too feeling for the vices and errors of others — 
but I attend you. [Exeunt. 
Max. So poor Mr Neville is to loſe Miſs Courtney 
her preſent quarrel with him is ſo violent, that ſhe may 
marry this ideot merely in revenge. It I could dupe 
him now and enſure her contempt. I'll try — — 
have you ſeen your intended wite yet? 2 

r | | 

Max. So I thought- why you'll never pleaſe ber 
»hile you remain as you are—you mult alter your man- 
ners. She's all life—all ſpirits ! and loves a man the 
very oppolite to du. 
Exx. I've an idea,” I'm very forry- —in fact how can 1 
pleaſe her? 5 
Max. There's the difficulty, let me ſee- he ſort of , 
man ſhe likes—you know Sir Harry Hottie man all 
activity and confidence- 
faſhion and glories in confetling i it. 


an. Six Harry Hultle! In tact he's a modern blood 
of faſhion. | 
Ma. I know that's he reaſon ſhe likes him, and you 
mult become the tame it you with to win her affections 
Ea new dreſs, bold looks, a few oaths and much ſwag— 
gering effects the buiinels (Ennui puts himſelf iu attiudes ) 
ay, that's Tight, ou are the very man already ! | 
Exxn. I'm a lad or 1. Albion ha damm me! I've an 
idea, I thall fall atlecp | in the midit of it. 

Mar. No, no, Zo about it directly —Sce Sir Harry 
Hulite, and ſtudy Four converſation before- hand but re- 
member Louita is o fond ol faſhion, that you can't boalt 
too muen of its vices and ab ſurdities. 

Exx. If virtue was the tathion, I ihou'd be virtuous ! 
I ſhowd, darin me! > 

Mas. Ay, that's the very - thing—well + wood Wye Mr 
Ennui—ſucceſ attend you—mind you talk enou gh. | 

Exs. Talk! ll talk till F ſalt alleep! b l, 3 | 
me! [Exe ant Enuui/ , dLacianae e en 
AC. 


who does wy thing from 
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: SCENE Chamber 3 in Lady Walrrogr $ Honſe— 
| 8 Louisa diſcovered reads ing. 


Lovisa. 

1EIGHO! theſe poets are 8 tireſome— . 

| always on the ſame theme—nothing but love—Pm 
_ weary of it. ( Lays doxen the Look and riſes.) Ungenerous - 
Neville! How cou'd he uſe me fo cruelly ? to attempt to 
gain my affections and then addreſs another. Lady 
Waitfort has convinc'd me of the fact, I can never for- 

give him, and yet I tear I love him Rill. Well, I'll e- 

ven go and examine my heart and determine whether 1 


love him or not. (As ſbe is going out Neville enters. 


Lov. Mr Neville—l thought fir, 1 bad en we 
miglii never meet again. i 

Nev. *lis true madam, and I meant to obey your 
commands hard as they were, im vlicitly obey them- | 
- but I came here to welcome my brother, and not to in- 
trude on the 1. cppinet of her I am doom'd to avoid. 

Lov. FIl cencen my embarraiiment, I am determin'd. 
{Ajiae.} If i reniember, fir, truth was ever among the 
tor cu it ok YEUT VILOCS, x 

Nie. it, and I am confident you have no IO to 
dcubt —iho? you Eave caue to cenſure my F. 
tion, you have rcne to ſuſpect my fidelity. 
| 3 Oh no! I don't ſußpeck your fidelity in che leaſt, | 
but When Per pie are faithful to more than one, you know, 
Mr Neville. 

Nev. I don't un e:and you ma'am | 

Luv, Vit ro wender Mr Nevit.e—ycu may ſpare 
yourtelt any irunble in attempting to ju Qify our conduct 
— m Portcecliy latiched firs PI all ire you! (Going, ) 

Neve Oh! do not lea me in this anxicus late, per- 
haps this is he on time wr {hail ever meet; and to part 
thus nau d emu!!':r every future moment of my life, I. 


indeed have 10 bepes that concern nat your happineſs, | 
no wilhes that relate net io ur LEE 


Lov. 
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Lov. Sir, I will freely confeſs to you, had yon ſhewn 
the leaſt perſeverance in your affection, or ſipecrity in 
your behaviour, I cou'd have heard your addreilcs with 
pleaſure but to liſten to them now Mr Neville, wou'd 
be to approve a conduct my honour R me to re- 
ſent, and my pride to deſpiſe. N 

Nev. Then I am loft indeed! 'tis to the kt 
Lady Waitfort I owe all this — / I. ac) Waitfort enters 
behind unſeen by Neville) - my preſent mitery, my future 

pain are all the product of — jealous rate! the is ſo vile 
an hypocrite that Euter Lad Jy ven 
L. Warr. Who is an by pocrite, fr? 285 

Nev. Madam! 

L. Warr. Who is a 88 ſir, Aae me? 

Nev. What have you done? look on that lady, ma- 
4 there all my hopes and wiihes were combin'd ! 
there was the very ſummit of my blifs ! I thought I had 
attained it; but in the moment of my happineſs you 
came, cruſh'd every hope and batiz4 all my joys ! 
I.. Wair. Upon my word fir, very romantic—but 1 
thank heaven I lk for approbation in a better opinion 

ch in that of Mr Neville's. 
Nev. lis will you do madam, for were I your judge, 
your puniſhment liou?d be ex mpiary—ovut PI walte no 
more words on you—l on hepe (% Lovifa) you ma- 
dan are ſatisſied that one ot my errors may at leut be 

_ forgiven, and this lait tuſpiciou .or ever blotted from 

your menory. 

L. Warr. But I'll hs care my lord never ſhall. 

N. v. No- I do not hope fc: tore. vents —T have heard 
hus determination, and cruel a> {t 1-. to that I muii re- 
 fign— the may be aſſured I never wit intrude where I 

kuow [ offend. © | 

Lov. Do you then leave us Mr N eville? 

N v. Yes, madam, and ter ever! -m. ay. you be as 
Blcſt i in the gt atification of your ho Pes as 1 have. been 
wretched in the diſappointment of wine. [Exit 

"Joo Warr. Tyrant!“ [ with lie had ſtay'd to hear rea- 
ſon— hope he is not ſeriq us in leaving us ! 

Len You hape !—why does it concerr u? 

L. Wair, Oh! no turther chau from due a love 

1 bear 
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I bear miankind—you forget my feelings on theſe occafſi- 
ons, Louiſa ! 

Lov. Yes, indeed I have too much reaſon to attend 
my own !—Yow'll excuſe me have particular buſineſs, 
but will return immediutely, 35353 

L. Wait. Oh, the cauſe of her confuſion is evident 
ſhe loves him ſtill- but they ſhall never meet again—1 
have already ſent a letter to Willoughby, which imparts 
a ſcheme i have long cberithed, my lord in his anger 
about my ige mawac, bas forgot Ennui's play, fo that. 
there may be no bars to Willoughby s happineſs, I am 
determined Leaiia ſhal! he this very night. 

. Euter Lok SCRATCH. 

L. ScaAren. Here's a ipectacle for a Peer! Florivelle 
is below, any 15 retuin d from Nis travels a ficithed cox- 
comb .I Une t give hi i dartlung. | 
—Þ Warr. i: Lope not my lord, perhaps you may be 
mlitaken. - 
= a SC Arch. Mitaten! "Ns. he has travel not to 2 
ſee, but to ſay be had been ſeen. 

Enter Marraxxe (with a French avatc} and hae.) | 

- Man Oh uncle. in law! lock here—l never faw any 
5 elegant in all my fee. Ln * 

L. Sckareh. Whoſe preſent i is this? : 
Mak. Whoſe! why the ſweet gentleman juſt arri- 
ved from Italy—Lord! he's a dear man—he has pro- 
mis d to do every thing for me—to get me a n 
. to get me a huib. and to get me— a- | 

L. Scaarcg. Huth !—you don't know what you are 
talking about. 

Max. Yes, but I do tho”, 1 has told me every ching 

Lord! I have heard ſuch things! — come hear—nearer 
get my aunt out of the room and I'll tell you ſtories that 
ſhall make your old heart bound again !—huſh do it qui- 
etly—l will upon my * an old fool it is. 

_ Aſide, 

1 Warr. You a tigen to Mr Florivel! e, * | 
vellers may perſuade you into any thing, and many a 
woman has been ruin'd in one country, gl being told * 
is the faſhion in another. 5 
L. Scaaren. Here he comes—1 tee as plain as my 
pecrage 1 mau t keep wy temper. 


I.. Wair. 
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L. Watr. I ſappoſe my lord he has ſpent great part 
of his time in France, where he has been the dupe of 
knaves of every nation. e 

Enter . 
FLor. Your pardon madam, you wrong the French 


they never ſuffer any one to dupe a traveller but them- 
ſelves—ladies a thouſand pardons for not waiting on you 


before; but this is the firit Vacant moment 1 have had 


ſince my arrival at Bath. 


Mas. Your coming at all is taken as a very great 


compliment I'll aſſure you. 


L. War. Te Marianne te. VN VOT- the room 
; immediately—no reply - Iwill be obey 'd—Mr Florivelle, f 


we are very happy to tee yon. 
Flor. Ma'am you do me honour—my lord where 8 


1 urry ? I thought to have found him here —what, he 
didn't chuſe to itay—fo much the better —it ſhews he's 
not a man a of ara Sets do the Tae | in No 


hark'ye. 


L. Scxarcn. My gorge iS ring! 1 hall certainly do : 


f bim a miſchief. 


Fron. {Spying at J. ady Waltſort) Rather experienc'd 
or ſo—a little an: Que ach ! —however, the ſame motis e. 
L. Warr. Sir, trom that lady“ forgiveneſs) vou have 


nothing to expect If ihe contents to pardon you, that 
which makes her a gocd aunt to me, will make her a 80 
wife * you vxou underſtand me. 5 

L. Scar cu. Damn me if I do! | | 

Fron. Well, well, no matter—come come, 1 want to 

1 every thing, to know what remarkable occurrences 


have happen'd ſince I left England—pray Lady Wait- 


fort intorm me- do ler me know every little circumſtance. 
I. Warr. Rather ſir, we ould alk of you, what hap- 
pen in your travels? 


Frog. Oh nothing o hocking—no man can 2 the 


herald of his own praiſe! 


I. Warr. Yes, fir, but I with to "Woe how you like 
de chapel of Loretto, the Venus de Mzdicis of Florence, 
the Natican at Rome, and all the num derleſs curioſities . 


peculiar to the countries you have travell'd. 
L. SCRATCH. Snob een aulwer tor it, he knows 


nothing 


„ WA Wt. — 


— 


; 
1 
: 
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nothing of the gentlemen you mention—do you my ſweet | 
pretty—oh you damn'd puppy! 
Fro. But why ſwear my lord? 
L. ScxATCH. Swear my lord ! zounds ! its my pre- 
rogative and by—tell me how you ſpent your time, fir? | 
FLoR. Why in contemplating living angels, not dead 


antiquities! in baſcing in the rays of beauty! not moul- 
dering in the duſt of anceflry! in mirth, feſtivity and 
| pleaſure ! not ltuly, pedantry, and W I have 
lived (ir ! lived for myſelf, not an ungrateful world, who, 
ſhou'd I die a martyr for their cauſe, wou'd only laugh 


and wonder at my folly. 

L. Wair. You ſeem to know the works Mr Florivelle. 
Frog. No madam, I know little ot mankind, and leſs 
of myſel{—T have no pilot but my pleaſures! no miſtreſs 


but my paſſions! and 1 don't believe if it were to ſave 


my life [ cou'd reaſon 2 for a minute 2 5 
ther. | 


" hw SCRATCH. ' Cramed—you have Sow every thing 


"worth ſeeing, yet know nothing worth knowing, and a 


ter all ye 8 juſt knowledge * © Prove yourtelf 
a fool on every ſubject. 


For. Vaitly well my lord, upon my word you 1 


prove with your title; but I am perfectly tatisfied believe 


me; for what I don't know, I take for granted is not 
worth knowing—therefore we'll call another topic, Pm 


in love my lord ! 


L. Scaatch. In love !—with ae fir? 
Frog. Can't you guels? 

L. Scxarcn. No fir, I cannot! ES, 
Fron. With one that will pleaſe you very much—at 
leaſt ought to pleaſe you—you 10 be in raptures dear un- 


cle! 


L. Scrarcn. R. ptures ;—and you ſhall be in agonies 
my dear nephew ! 


Fos. Yeu have known one ad a long while, yet 
you hav'nt met for years—you have lov'd one another a 


long while, yet you quarreP'4 not an hour ago, you have 
_ differ'd from one ancther all your lives, yet are likely to 


be friends as long as you live, and above all, this perſon 
is now in this houſe, 


| 1. Scrarcn. 


2 Y n 
9 2 — — ® 


and this night makes Louiſa mine tor ever ! 
read the letter once more ( Read:) © Louiſa accompa- 
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I. gens ben. In this houſe | tell me who it is this mo- 


ment, or by the blood of the Scratches ! | 

Fro. One who has charms enough to ſet the world 

on fire! one who has fortune enough to ſet a ſtate at war 
fir! one who has talents, health and proſperity, and yet 
not half what the party deferves—can you tell now fir ? 


L. Scaarch. No, fir, and if you don't tell this inſtant. 
Fac. Then I'll tell you. Its myſelf, fir—my own 


„ But honeſt inſtinct comes a volunteer.“ 
SCENE — Chamber in Lady W AITFORT s. 


Enter WiILoudHBVY ard SERVANT. 


Wit Tell your miſtreſs I ſhall be punctual to the 
appointment. (Exit Servant.) S0 thanks to tortune, | 


Lady Waitfort has at laſt confented to my entreaties, 
now £9 


ady—look'ye fir—L 


| charming ſelf ! —Þ've ſearch'd the world over, and don't 
find any thing I like half fo well. (Vall up the flage. 
IL. Scrarcn. I won't diſgrace myſelf —1 won't lower 
the dignity of peerage by —— a commoner, elſe 
you prince of butterflies—come my 
intend to be handed down to poſterity ; and while you 
are lampoon'd in ballads and news- papers, I mean to 
cut a figure in the hiſtory of England—fo come along 
my lady—in the _— of — you damn'd cox- 
comb. [ Exennt, 
Fron. If the face be a picture of the mind, that in- 
| tended aunt of mine is a great hypocrite, and the ſtory I 
heard of the poet proves it—but now for a frolic—'gad 
its very ſtrange I cou'd never reform and become a ſeri- 
ous thinking being! but what's the uſe of thinking? 
_ _ « Reaſon ſtays till we call, then not oft is near, 


— — 0 


e nies me to night to Lady Walton's, whicl you know | 


eis at the extremity of the town—on ſome pretence cor 
„Other, Pl tell her i hive order'd the ſervant at the back 


gate, which adjoins the paddock—there Pla leave her, 


« and if you have a chaiſe waiting near the ſpot you may 


„ condut her where you pleaſe, you know my feelings 


« on this occaſion, but it is for her gov 1 only I' aſſure 
% you—the don't deſerve it Mr Willoughby : 


Indeed 


6 jh2 don' c dekerve | it. | A. Waitſort!“ 
80 


n 
. 
q 


. 


talk. 
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80 this is beyond my hopes Ha! my lord! and 
Louiſa with him! come to receive Ennui, whom to my af- 


toniſhment I met juſt now in a new dreſs, ſwearing and 


capering, and boaſting of the vices of faſhion, but no 
matter muſt to the rendezvous immediately. Now 


Louiſa, tremble at my vengeance. 1 — 


Enter Lord ScxArcH and Lovis A. . 
L. Scrarcn. Yes, yes, Ennui will be here 1 in an need 


Z ant, but he's ſo reſerv'd, and ſo mild. 


Lou. So I underitand fe, and ſo very y ſilent that he 


won't talk ſo much in a year as I intend in an hour. 


L. Scxarcu. I know that's the reaſon I bring him in- 
to Parliament—he'll never ſpeak—only ſay aye, or no, 
and be up ſtairs to Beef ſtakes in an inſtant. ¶ Anock.) 


Here he is?—now encourage him Louila, 4 mind 
his diſfidence. = 


Lov. No ir, —P I" do all in my power to make him 


L. Scaaren. That's well u leave you together — 


I don't interrupt you. {Stamping without ) odſo, I muſt 
get out of the way e him Louiſa, I beſeech 
you encourage him. N | — [Eat 


EnN. ( evithout ) Stand by no ceremony, . I 
Lov. Heavens! is this diffidence! 

Enter ExxUI and SERVANT. 

Eu. Get down ſtairs you dog - get down—( Exit 5 


Servant )—Here I am ma'am—eale is every thing—I'II | 
ſeat myſelf — now for buſineſs,—Vaw, yaw. ” 


[Yawns aſide. 
1 Sir! | 
Exx. In one word ma'am, T'll tell you my character 
'm a lad of faſhion dam” me, I love gaming, I hate 


thinking — like railing—I deſpiſe reading I patronize 
boxing I deteſt reaſoning—1 pay debts of honour - not 


honourable debts.— In ſhort PII kick your ſervant cheat 


pour family, and fight your guardian—and fo if you like 
me take—heh, damn me—Pm tired already—yaw— 
___ yaw?—yawns. 


Lou. Aſtoniſhing ! Mr Ennui. 
Enxnx. Ma'am, yaw—yaw— 
Lov. Mr Ennui! Can you be in your ſenſes? 
 Enn. In fact 1 don” t 8288 . forgetting I 4 
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Oh! ay i ſenſes ( recolle&ing himſel ) a lad of faſhion 
in his ſenſes! that's a very good joke—if one of us had 


any ſenſe, the reſt would ſhut him up in a cabinet of eu- 
rioſities, or ſhew him for a wonderful animal! they wou'd 4 
damn me; I can't ſupport It—YyaW—Yyaw. 1 


Lov. So you glory in | your Ignorance 
Exx. Ma'am, yaw——yaw ! 5 
Lov. So you glory in your ignorance in your vices. 
Exx. I've an idea—l can't underitand {forgetting him- 


| felf vices— Oh -— ay damn me to be ſure! Crecolleding 

_ himſelf ) You muit be wicked or you can't be vifited— 

ſingularity is every thing—notoriety—every man muſt 
155 get a character and l'lI tell you how I firſt got mine. 


pretended to intrigue with my friend's wife 


para- | 


graph'd myſelf in the newſpapers—got caricatured in 
dhe print ſhops—made the ſtory believed, was abuſed by 
every body—noticed for my gallantry by every body, 
and at length viſited by every body—1 . ena me! 


| (fm curſt fleepy ) yaw, yaw. 


Lov. Incredible! but if ſingularity be your N 


0 perhaps being virtuous wou'd make you as paar as 
any thing 


Exx. Vaſtly well! Egad you” re like me—a wit _ i 


| don' t know it {takes out his watch ) how goes the enemy? 
more than half the day over! tol de rol lol, (/ inging) 1 
am as happy as if I was at a fire, or a general riot 7 
Come to my arms thou angel ! thou— 
to embrace her, enter Lord Scrartcy ui catches him. Ah 
Scratch! my friend Scratch! fit down my old boy, ſit 
down, we've ſettled every thing ( . him into a chair. ) 


(as he is going 


L. Scaarcn. Why! what is all this? 
Ex. She's to intrigue— and you and I are to go 


halves in the damages — ſome rich old Nabob— we'll 


draw him into crim con! bring an action directly — and : 


. get a 10, cool. verdict at leaſt, heh! damn me! 


L. ScrarTcry. Why he” 5 mad. That nn Mani- | 


ac has bit him. 


Enx. Get a divorce—marry anotker, and go balves ; 


again damn me! 


L.. Scratch. Why look' ye, you impoſtor you, didn't 


you e. come here to pay your addreſies to this lady and 


4 wasn't 
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wasn't I to > leing you into parliament for your quiet, ſi- 
lent diſpoſition? 
Enn. (Puſbing him out of the way.) Hold your tongue! 2 
out of the way Scratch, out of the way! or Pil do you 
a miſchief damn me! Zounds! ai'nt I at the top of the 
beau monde? and don't I lead the faſhion? If I was to 
cut of my head wou'dnt half the town do the fame, 
they wou'd damn me. I get ſleepy again, yaw—yaw. 
LI. ScraTtCh. Here now, here's a mandarine member, 
| why he'd breed a civil war! make ten long ſpeeches in 
a day ! Cut your head off indeed! Curſe me but I with 
it was cut off - you mult be ſilent then—you can't talk 
_ withcut a head cou'd yu? . 
Ex. Ves, in parliament, as well without a head as vun 
one -o you think a man wants a head to make a LOS 
- 2900s damn me? : 
| _— Enter Szavant. 3 
8 Her ladyſhip i is waiting ma'am. [Exit Serv. 
Lov. Oh: I attend her, Mr Eri. your mae obedi- 
8 : 
Eu. ( Taking 7 ker band. ) With your leave ma- vam, you 
Y 2 * Scratch 4D 
— e W by Loniſa! 


Ex N. Keep your diltance Serotec. ee your * „ 


ſuperiors loc at me with the fame awful reſpect as city 
| beaus look at a prince this way moſt angelieo - deratch, 
cut off your head—this way moit divine angelic o. 
[Exit Ennui and Louiſa. 

IL. Scrarcn. Here's treatment! Was ever a poor peer 
fo tormented —what am I to do? I'll go to Lady Wait- 
fort, for from her alone I meet e a ſilent mem- 
ber indeed! by my peerage and privilege one might as 
foon find a pin in the ocean, as charity in a bench of Bi- 
thops, or wit in Weſtminſter Hall. —— - Bad 


8 „ ACT 
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SCENE Paddock near Lady Wartrort's houſe. 


Enter WiLLOUGKBy, 


- Wiser 
18 paſt che hour Lady Waitfort 6 


does ſhe delay? I cannot have miſtaken the place 
_ —yonder is Lady Walton's houſe! Oh would all were 
paſt, and Louiſa ſafely mine: I hear a noiſe! by Hea- 
ven's tis ſhe, and with her all my bappineſs—T'I1 with- 
draw a while and obſerve them. [Retirer. 


Enter Lady WAITFORT and 3 


* My dear Lady Waitfort, why do you Dh ö | 
here? You cannot find your ſervant in this place, let us. 


rcturn to Lady Walton's. 


L. Warr. No, no, they muſt be have. 1 order” d ka : 


What 
0) can have beco me of Willoughby? ? | Pee 22 — 


to wait in this very ſpot to avoid confuſion. 


Lor. If ycu have the leaſt ſenſe of fear for —_— 


or regard ſor me, I beg we may return to Lady Walton's. 
L. Warr, No, no, I order'd William at the back gate 
_ that he might conduct us through the paddock to our 
. carriage, you know we might have been whole hours 
getting thro” the crowd the other way, do be a little pa- 
tient, hav'nt I as much reaſon to be alarm'd as yourſelf? _ 
Lou. Yes, but you hav'nt the apprehenſion that 1 
have, I don't know why, but I am nn beyond 


deſcription ! ! 


Fl 

o 

A 
— 
. 
* 
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yonder's Willoughby ! now for the grand deſign! ( gſicde ) 85 
if you'll ſtay here a moment, I'll Rep to the next gate 
they cannot eſcape us then. 

Lov. No, no! don't leave me! I woulda' : ſtay by 5 


and ſee if they are there- 


myſelf for the world! 


L. Warr. Ridiculous! can't you aootel? yourſelf for 
an inſtant? Muſt you be all your life watched like a baby 
in leading ings? Oh! Im aſbam'd, of you, only wait 
Ss... Nos nos © 


| cooler lenie would corn. 


* 
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a moment, leſt they paſs by in my abſence, and PU re- 
turn to you immediately. 


Lov. Well don't itay ! 
L. Warr. Stay! What have you to be fri ghtened N 


at? I ſhall not be out of call, beſides if there's 5 ear of 


a perlonal attack, may not I be as terrified as yourlelf. 


It; is'nt the firſt time Pl] aſſure you—bur that” s no mat- 
ter, ſhew yourſelf a woman of ſpirit, and at leaſt emu- 
late one of my virtues - now Willoughby the reſt is thine 


de, Fr Waitfort. 
e comes forward. 
Wir. Be not alarm'd Mits Courtney! 0 
Lov. Mr Willoughby! 
Witt. Yes madam, the man you molt avoid. 
Lov. Tell me fir immediately how, and by whoſe ap- 


pointment you came here? 


Witt. By love madam, the ſame en chat has 


prompted me to purſue you for years, now happily con- 
ducts me hither -I come to * your fears, not to en- 
_ them. | 9 


| Lov. Then leave me OY I can protect n 
WII I. No, not till you have heard and pitied 2 1 : 


: have been long your ſuitor, and long ſcorn'd by you— 
you have treated me with indifference, and preferr'd my 


inferiors—how | have deſerv'd all this, yourſelf can beſt 
explaip ; but to prove all former cruelties are forgot, I 
here offer you my hand and with it my heart. 
| Lov. Sir, this is no time tor hearing you on | this ſub- 
ject, it you with to oblige me, leave nie. 

WIII. No, not till 1 am antw er'd—years may elapſe 
ere | ſhall have another opportunity like the preient, 


| tcretore no time can be ſo well as now. 


Lov. then, 1 command you to leave me, I will not 


de threatened into a compliance. 


WIr. Look'ye, Mits Courtney, I wou'd avoid taking 


| advantage of your lituation—nay ſtart not but if you 

perſiſt in your conten pt of me, I know not to what extre- 
mities paſlen may hurry me, 1 have every motive for 
redieis, a d if you do not inſtantly give me your word 


to prefer me to that _ Neville, I may do that my 
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Lov. Beggar fir ! | 
WiI I. Yes, and were he not beneath my j reſentment, 
I'd tell you more—but he's too poor too 
Lou. Hold fir, did you reſemble him, I might eſteem, 
nay adore you; you take advantage of my fituarion ; 
hear me fir! tho? not a friend is near, tho' night oppo- 
| ſes me, and Heaven deſerts me, yet can I ſmile upon 
your menaces, for my own eyes ſhall vindicate my wrongs, | 
and make you tremble villain, as you are! 
Witt. Have a care madam, another declaration like | 
that, and Tl delay no longer, I'll force you to a pur- 
„ 
b Low. You dare not, on your life you dare not. f 
WIII. Nay, then, I'm not to be terrified by threats 


2 —={ lays hold of her ) all ſtruggling is in vain, this moment 8 


atifies my revenge! away. 
Lou. Off—ler me go, Oh belp! help! (- As he is for- 
cing her out, enters FLORIVELLE half drunk.) 

From. {Singing part of an [talian Song.) Donne, don- 
ne, don—Oh this burgundy's SA yo IEEE day! 
who have we here? | 
Lou. Oh fir, if you have any pity for an injur'd help- 

leſs woman, alhit one who never knew diſtreſs till now. 
Fron. Go on ma'am, 89 on ! both damned drunk 1 
perceive. : 
Lv. Do not t fir be deaf to my intreaties, do not . 
ſert me. 5 
Fron. Go on madam, go on—1 love oratory in a wo- 
man! 95 
Lov. Gracious Heaven how have. I deſerved this? 


Id dee ſir you avoid me —1 ſee you're indifferent to mx 


fate. 
Fron. No ma'am, you wrong me—but in Italy ob- : 
ſerve we always take theſe things coolly——now fir (o 
_ Willoughby) will you explain. | Ft». 

 - Wirzrt. No fir, I will not. 
Fox. You will not. 
Wir. No fir, and I warn you not to liſten to the wild 0 
ravings of a ſenſeleſs womau—it may be better for ou 


Fron. 
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Pros. Why ſo, Prince Prettyman? 
Witt. No matter ſir, ] will not be amuſed from my 
. purpoſe. ; 
Fron. You won't old Pluto, Pres you ! then ma'am 
obſerve, you ſhall behold my mode of fighting —PII kill 


him like a gentleman, and he ſhall die without a groan 
you'll be delighted ma' am! learn't it all in Italy 


you don't ſee a man of faſhion fight once in a — N 


Come Beelzebub are you ready? 
Witt. Sdeath what can 1 do? he is drunk perhaps, 


7 - I may diſarm him. 


Fron. Now thou original an! Thou prince of Dock- 
neſs! come out, never let her fee thy black infernal vi- 


T 5 ſage more, or by my lite PII pulveriſe you! You ſee 


ma'am no bad orator either—learnt it all in Italy. 
Wirr. Come on fir. 
 Fror. Ay now old Sy ſippus puſh bome—but do you 

5 hear, fight like a gentleman, for remember there's a la- 


dy in company. Obferve ma'am, obſerve! you won't 


ſee it again! (They fight, Florivelle diſarms him). What 
vanquith'd Tarquin! Hah! (parrying up and down the 

Tage in triumph.) You ice ma'am, you tee—Uh Italy's 

your own country! Now madarn, wou'd you have me 
Fill him here * en allegro,“ or poſtpone it, that you may 

have the pleaſure of pinking him yourſelf © en penſeroro.”” 

_ Lov. Florivelle my dehverer ! Generous man ! No, fir, 
whatever are his crimes do not kill him—his gem pa- 
niſhment will be to live. : 

„ Frox. There then Caitiff, take your eue and d'ye 
; e black face of thine offends the lady— 
if you want another flouriſh you will ſoon find F lorivelle 

—Abſcond! _ 


Wu. Sir, you hal ſoon hear from me-—Diſtradionl | 


[Exite 


5 "Tram And now - my dear little angel! how can | af- 
fiſt you? I'm very ſorry but I cannot heip t—— i'm 


curſt drunk and not proper company for a lady of your. 

. ___ dignity—but I won't affront you, 1 mean to make n y- 
> felt agreeable, and if I do not it is the fault of this place 
(pointing 10 his head) and not this (pointing to his heart.) 
Lov. Sir, your conduct has endear'd you to me for 


ever, | 
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ever, and while I live, your generoſity and valour ſhall 
be engraven on my heart. 

Fros. Gently, gently, have a care, make no declara- 
_ rations—if you are in love with me, as I ſuppoſe you are, 


keep it a ſecret, for at this moment you might raiſe a 


flame that wou'd conſume us both, poor creature! how 
fond the is of me, any other time | wou'd indulge her, 


: but not now (looks at her, and then runs and khifſes her hand.) | 


Oh you paragon! Angels mult paint to look as fair as 

you,“ (goes from her again) Vil leave you, or by Heavens! 
it will be all over with us. ; 

Lou. No, no, don't deſert me, alas I have no way . 
left, but to commit myſelf to your care. If | cou'd 

bring him to recolle& me all wou'd be — Flori- 
velle, don't you know me? 

FLorx. No - would to Heaven l did. 

Lob. What, not Miſs Courtney? 

Fron. What Louiſa! my brother” 8 idol 2 

Lov. The very fame. _ 

Fron. Then may I die, if I Gan? t get out of your 

debt before I leave Earns where thall I conduct | 
ou? , 
, Lov. Alas! I know not —return to Lady Waitfort's - 
I will not, I had rather be a wanderer all my life—to _ 

Lady Walton's there is no excule for my returning. I _ 

| know no friend in Bath I dare intrude upon--I have ſo 
high an opinion Mr Fiorivelle of your honour, that not- 

withſtanding your preſent ſituation, there is no man on 

earth I wou'd looner confide in, can you then think orf 

any place where I may reſt in taf-ty for a few hours; 

and then I will ſet out tor my uncle's in the country. 
Fron. Indeed I cannot, I am a wanderer my ſelf—I 


5 have no houſe, but what this gentleman is to purchaſe } 


me taking out his purſe) You cannot partake of that. 
Lo. Oh what will become of me? 

Fron. Let me ſee—!l have it— I'll take her to my bro- 
ther's —{he'l] be ſafe there and not a ſoul thall come near 
| her—well Miſs Courtney, I have recollected a place where 


E know you'll be ſate—a friend's houſe that will be as ſe- +: 


cure—nay, don't droop, in Italy never, never melancholy! 


Lov. Oh, Mr Florivelle ! to what a hazard has Lady 


Wantort 25 
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Waitfort expos'd me to her perfidy I owe it all- but 
yonder's that wretch again, pray let us begone. 
Ferox. Beelzebub again? no, no- muſtn't ſtir - hat 
an angel fly from a devil! Pll ſtay and cruſh him, Tar- 
quin avaunt! come my beſt angel! I'll fight your bat- 
tles, and if I don't fink all your enemies, may I never 
| fee Italy again as long as I livre. [Exeunt, 
{nter Wil Trou RT. 

Wir L. Ha! gone! I'm ſorry for it I wou'd have ſeen 
them, Lady Waitfort has juſt left me and treated me like 
her ſlave— inſulted and derided me- but I'll have done 
with her for evcr—1'll be her dupe no more She is now 
gone to Neville's lodgings under pretence of purſuing 
= L uiſa; but in ſact to ſee him, and prevent his leaving 

Bath; thus I hope I ſhall make ſore reparations for the 
_ wrongs I have committed, and prove at leaſt chat have 

ſome virtue. 1 8 
1 ScENE- Navan 8 L | | 
| Enter VAI and ETER. 
Var. Well, here it is—where” - Neville ? 
Per. Not within fir. 9 
Var. Yes, yer, here it ha muſt ſee him, 
Per. Sir he's gone out. 

Var. Gene out ! impoſſible ! | 
Per. Impoſlible ! it's very true fir. 
Var. Gone out! why I have brought him the epilogue _ 


the new epilogue to Mr What's his name's comedy— _ 
the very beſt thing I ever wrote in my life—I knew As 


_ wou'd delight him. 

Per. Sir, he has been gone out a theſe two hours. 
Var. Then he'll never forgive himſelf as long as he 
_ lives—why its all correct all chaſte! only one * ** 
Wanting at the end to make it compleat. 

Per. Indeed fir, its very unfortunate. 

Var. Unfortunate! I wanted to have heard him read | 
it too, when another perſon reads it, one often hits on 
a thought that might have otherwiſe eſcaped, then per- 
haps he wou'd have hit on that curs'd half line Pye ſo 
long been working at. 5 


Per. Sir, if it is not impertinent, and 3 you'd permit me 
to read it | 


Var. You read it! 


Per. 


Die all, die nobly! 
Oh damnit! damn it! 3 it! that curs'd half "IR: 
1 ſhall never accomplith it—all to chaſte all fo correct 
and to have it marr'd for wanting one half line! one 
curtt half line! vetaionsT 1 cou'd almoſt weep for diſ- 


1 
j 
_ 
| 
8 
| 
| 
Þ 
L 
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Per. Yes, fir, if vou'd allow me the honour. 
Var. Eh! Why faith | wou'd have no objection — 


but then wov'dn't it leſſen one's dignity ! no, no, Moliere 
uſed to read his plays to his ſervant—ſo I believe all's 

— far, can 10 read! come then beginn. 
A reads the — =} 


1 10 ancient times when agoniſing wars, 5 
And bleeding nations fill'd the world with; jars, 
„When — — fadden death * 
9 When! ! - 


Var. Stop, ſtop! I have it—not 2 word for your life | 
| 4 feel i it—its . on! che laſt line . : 
: quack 


Peter 8 - 


8 © The tyrant totter; and the ſenate nods, 
Die all, die nobl y— 


| here's ſomething wanting 6 — 
Va. I know it, ay — bare it T _— up ; 
and down the flage. . | 


The tyrant totters and the f-nate nods, 


appointment. 55 


. Never mind it firs Jo t perplex yourſelf, put in 1 
any thing. = 
Var. Put i in any „ding why you damned dog | lk | 
do you mean —put in any thing. why you raſcal, tis the „ 
last line, and the . pilogue mut end with ſomething ſtri- 
king or it will be no trap for the galleries, no trap for 
applauſe after all this fine writing! Oh, 'tis too much! 
Pear. Methinks this is a ſtrange Epilogue for a 8 
medy. Perhaps this is my maſter fir, no as I live, 'tis 
Mr Florivelle and Miſs Courtney | She muſtn't on any 


account be ſeen hy this gentleman. 1 by. 
Var. Well, who is it? 5 


b 5 . Por. 
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Per. Sir it's a friend of my maſter's who has brought 


aA lady with him— I'm ſure you ve too much gallantry to 
interrupt an amour, and therefore you N be kind enough ; 


18 get out of the way directly. 
Var. Get out of the way? What the devil i in the 81 5 


dle of my compoſitien? _ 

P r. Nay fir, only ſtep for a moment into that cloſet, 
and you ſhall ſoon be releas'd- now pray he be pre 
vail'd on. | 
Var. Well, let me oy Re in this cloſet ! why you Jdamn'd 


dog | this is a china cloſet ! wou'd you ram a live author | 


into a cbina cloſet ? | 
Par. What can I do br, there is no other way out but 
: that door — do fir, get in here, for an inſtant, and Pl 
ſhew them into the library—now fir- 8 
Var. Well, be brief then“ Die all—die rr ps 
Ob, Oh, Oh! ( Go-s into the cloſet.) 


| Enter FLokvELLE and Louisa. 
"From, Hey day ! my old acquaintance. Peter! where 's 


| * brother ? 


Pr r. Sir, he has been out the whole evening. PE Og 
Lov. In the ſame houle with Neville, Oh Heavens !- 

Pros. Well now Miſs CORY 1 muy yu re con- 
vinc'd of your ſatety? 
.. Lov. Yeh fir, but I wou'd it were in any othes place: i 
5 Lady Waitfort ere this is in purſuit of me, and if ſhe. 
diſcovers me here, you know too well how much I have 


| = dread. | | [Exit Peter. 


Fron. Don't be alarm'd, there 8 ; nothing thall moleſt 
| Lov: Ob, ſir! you don't know the endleſs malice of 

| Lady Waitforr—ſhe will triumph in my miſery, and, till 
my lord is convinc'd of her duplicity, I ſee no hopes * | 

"us brother's happinefs or my own. 

Enter Petir. 

. Lads Wait fort is below oy enquiring for that 
ws or my maſter. 
Fron. For my brother? | 
Par. Yes, fir, and my lord has ſent to AGE if ber 
lady ſhip cr Mr Vapid has beer. he e. He was in bed, 
but on n a letter, got up, and will be here in an 


| Lov. 


| 


: 
_ 
' 


42 | THE DRAMATIST. 


Lov. For Heaven's (ike Mr Florivelle, let me retire 
I can ot funport the conflict. 

Fran. Prom: to reca! your ſpirits and you ſhall. | 

Lov. What I c:n do I will. 


Froa. Then know no aporehenſions, for on my life 


pon ſhall not be diſturb' d. ( Leads ber to the door of the 
library and talks in dumb h 20.) 


Var, (from the cloſet) TW; — can't you releaſe 


5 me? 


Per. No, fir, don't move, youll ruin every thing. 
Var. Then give me that candle - I've got a pen and 


ink, and I think I can finiſh my Epilogue. 


Per. Here fir, {giving the candle.) 


* " ——_ N 


Vay. That curſt half line, Die all —die nobly — i 


0 Peter ſhuts him in. | 

Fro. {fits at table 1 drinks) 80 now the from be- | 

gins, and ru have ſome ſport with the * ſne 
: comes. 15 | 


1 Lavy Wee | 


i Pater Lond binaries, | 
L. Scaarcu. There the is, in a man's lodgings at 


midnight! here's treatment? 
I. Warr. My lord I came here in fork of Louiſa, 
who has been betray'd from my power. 


ff Chairs Peter—chaars ! = down Ma” am, you honour ms Y 
___ exceedingly. I 
EL © Warr. Where” s your brother fir, [ inſiſt on n bens | 

him. 


| 


L. Scxarcy. Look'ye my lady read that letter, and 
then ſay if we ſhan't both cut a figure in the print thops. 


I. Wair. (taking the letter.) Ha! 'tis Willoughby' 3 
hand! reads, Lady Waitfort, I have only time to tell 


you, is gone to Neville's lodgings, to meet a perſon ſhe 


has long had a paſſion for, follow her and be convinced 


pray who is the man I came to meet? 
L. Scxarcu. Why who ſhou'd it be but the * 


ruffian, if there was a — in the room, my word on't 
he'd pop from behind it—Zounds that fellow will lay | 


ſtraw at my door every nine months. 


of her duplicity.” Oh the villain! Well my lord, and | 


L. Warr. This is fortunate [ade] well, * if [ dit. 


cover Ln, [ hope you'l be convinced T came here to 
redeem 
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redeem her—and not diſgrace myſelf. Tell me ſir, im- 
mediately, where ſhe's conceal'd. | 
Fron. Sit down ma'am, fit down—drink—drink, then 
we ll talk over the whole affair—there is no doing buſi- 
neſs without wine—come here's the glory of gallantry” 
I'm ſure you'll both drink that. 
L. Warr. No trifling fir,—tell me where ſhe is con- - 
Y cealed—nay then I'll examine the apartments myſelf— 
3 {goes to the door of the — ) the door ber. give me : 
the key, fir. _ 
If --:-  - FLOG {drinting.) The glory of gallantry! 7 e 
I. Scaarcn. Haar me fir, if the lady is in that apart- 
ment, I {hall be convinc'd that you and your brother are 
„ the ſole authors ot all this treachery—if ſhe is there—by _ 
ittuhe honour of my anceitors Se hall be * 8 
Vuife to-morrow morning. 
he | Frox. CR 4 ing / Shall ſhe my Lord! pray were you 
euer in Italy? © | 
: Jo SCRATCH, Why : ? Content 5 
„% Pros. Becauſe I'm afraid you hare been bitten by a 
„ P ou'll excuſe me but the ſymptoms are WOn- - 
wi. derfuliv alarming ! there is a blazing fury in your eye, a 
| wild emotion in your countenance, and a yy ſpot on 
| you note. ; 5 
at | L. Scrarcn. Damn the green ſpot! open that ns - 
f immedi: itely I am a Peer, and have a nein to look at 
bh, every thing. 
3 Frog. anding fore the door. ) No lir, this door muſt 
d not be pen'd. 


X a 


I Then ru forget my peerage and draw 

's my ond 1 

a |: Fir {To Laily Waitfort who ts going to interſere,) 

he dvr't be alarm'd ma'am— lll indulge him for my own. 

od _ amuſement — mere trout fithing to me ma am come my 

ad lord, I'll give y:u a ipecimen of foreign gladi; itorthips 
and you {hall cenfels that Fiorivelle is the bet fencer in 

ge Eur pe, don't be alarm'd ma'am, come . 

Dr i [rom the Sburtinent. 

ay Lov. fil! 1 charge you hold, let not my unhappy 

= fate be the f mares of more e 

iſ- L. *:cRarcH "> the herſelf! my lady did not come 

"YE meet the . Adnan! 


: E a bbs 5 
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Fron. By the lord, ma' am, you've ruin'd all. 
Lov. I know, fir, the conſequences of this diſcovery 


and I abide by them—but what I have done I can juſti- 
fy, and would to heaven all here could do the ſame. 


FLor. Indeed I can't tell—I wiſh I was in |, CORE | 
L. Scxarcn. Mark me madam, nay tears are in vain, 


_ © to-morrow ſhall make you the wife of Willoughby, and + 

| © he ſhall anſwer for your follies—no reply —ſir, ( Flo- 
rirvelle, who ts going to ſpeak) 1 wou'd'nt — the lord 
Chancellor. 


L. Warr. Now who is to n Oh virtue is ever 


5 Care to meet its reward! come to meet a mad poet in- 
deed ! my Lord, I forgive you only on condition of your | 
ſigning a contract to marry me to-morrow, and * 1 
and Willoughby at the ſame time. 


L. Scaa reg. I will thou beſt of women lv it up 


immediately, and Neville ſhall ſtarve for his reachery „ 


Lady Waitfort goes to the table and writes.) 


” Fo. { falling at Lord Scravch's feet.) Hear me fir, not 
for myſelf but a wrong'd friend I ſpeak—Mr Neville 


knows not of my concealment, on my honour ; he is in- 


nocent. If that lady's wrongs be aveng'd, confine the 
puniſhment to me L'Il bear it; with patience bear it. 


L. Scxarcy. Let go—let go I ſay! my gorge is ri- 


| ſing again—Lady Waitfort make haſte with the contract. 


L. Warr. IE. only W. ants the lignature now my L. rd. ; 
Frox. Look'ye my Lord !—the is the cauſe of all this 


miſchief, and if you are not loſt— 


L. Scxarcn. Out of my way—noiſe and . 


don't fancy yourſelf in the Houſe of Commons We're 3 
not ſpeaking twenty at a time, here give me the pen 
I'll fign directly, and now—/ As he is going to ſign, Vapid , 


| breaks china in the — and ruſhes out with the og in 
Hit hand.) 


Var. Die all! die nobly ! die like demi Ge i | 


| 22, huzza, *tis paſt, *tis done! 'tis perfect. 7 . & | 
0 bout the flige with extravagant tokens of Joy. 


Fron. Huzzal the ma“! poet at Lit, top him, who can. 
L. Warr. Confuſion! tell me {ir immediately, what * 
do you mean by this new inlult? | 

Var. Die all! die ncbly !—4ie like dewi Gods oh | 
tis — .. old Scraich are you chere! Joy, joy! 

| 87 ve 
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give me joy! Ive done your buſineſs, the work's paſty 
the labour's yer my boy—think of that malter Brook, 
think of that. 


L. Warr. My Lord, 'm mw treated, I deſire you'll 


inſiſt on an explanation. 


Fron. He can't ſpeak ma” am, (all this time 0 my Lord | 
is /loauly æalling away. 
L. WAIT. How . you going to leave me my lord? 4 
Vary. | Taking out his common place book.” Faith this ? 
| multn't be loſt— here's ſomething worth obſerving. 
Faox. Don't ſtop bim, ma'am—in every furrow of 
his angry brew is written “ Br» thy name is woman” 
let hin: bave his way. See how ſolemnly he re- 
tires. [Exit Lord Scratch. 
EN Warr. Oh, I ſhall burſt with rage! Mr Vapid, L 
_ defire ye u'll explain how you comms into that cloſet? ? why 
dun't you anſwer me, fir? 
Var. Your pardon ma'am, I am taking a note of the : 
whole affair—and yet I'm atraid, | 
I.. Wait. What are you afraid of, fir? 
Var. That it has been dramatiz'd before—it i is cer- 
tainly not a new caſe. _ 
L Wair. Inſupportable! but I ke my 1 of you 
1 abandon you for eyer-—l—ok! I ſhall go wild. 


[Exit 


- Paw. Exit i in a rage. 
Frox. Ay follow his Loraſkip, « virtue is ever ſure 
to meet its reward.” —— Now, Mr Vapid, pray tell us 
how you came into thac clolet ? 58 
Var. Upon my ſoul I can't—I believe the ſervant "EY | 
"Tied me in on your approach. 
Fron. Then you didn't come to meet Lady Waitfort? 
Var. | come to meet Lady Waitfort !—no, I came to 
read my Epilogue to Neville, and a wonderful production 
it is— l' read it to you—*® The tyrant totters, and the 
| ſenate nods” (walking about with great confidence.) 
| Lov. To what a ſtrange fatality of circumſtances has 


her character been expoſed ! but vice often finds its pu- | 


niſhment for a crime never committed, when it eſcapes | 
for thouſands it daily practiſes. 


Fron. Well Mil, Courtney, I hope your apprehenſions 
are all at an end. | 
| 2 3 Lov. 
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'Lav. Yes, fir; I ſhall remain for the ſhort time ne- 
ceſfary to prepare for my journey—and beg I may detain 


vou no longer — I'm afraid 1 have already been a — 


intruder. | 
Fron. No you have bein the occaſion of more hap- 
pineſs than ever I experienc'd, but you won t leave Bath 
till you have ſeen my brother. 
| Lov. Oh! I have been cruelly 00 Mr Flori- 
velle, I have injured your brother 0 much, that tho' : 
with, I almoſt dread to ſee him. | 
Fron. Then 111 go in ſearch of him, and if I don't 
| reconcile you—come Mr Vapid, will you! walk ? —= 
_ Vay. With all my heart. | 


_ From. { Taking Vapid by the hand.) By 3 . 


neſt fellow, and if all poets were like vou, I'd hecome 


dre myſel—NMiſs Courtney adieu, expect me to return. 


Var. Madam, good night, if I can be of any ſervice - 
in n the dramatic, or any other way, you may command me. 
Ne. Ay, Pu anſwer tor Bim, he would die to ſerve - 
Jou. ; 
YH Vay. Die to ſerve her -die all! die e nobly! ! * 

. like . — e a 


BY A c T v. 
| SCENE—4» aparimen at | Lady Warrron RT'S. 


Enter 2 Warrrour and 3 


Lady Walrrogr. 
R Vapid not come yet Letty? 
IVI Larry. No madam—but the ſervant who found 
him at the tavern, ſaid he would be here immediately. 
L. Wair. I proteſt I'm almoſt wan of them all— 


IH See who's there ? 


LuTrTrv. Mr Vapid at laſt, now pray your ladyſhip, i in- 
ſiſt on his explaining every thing to my lord. GE 
I.. Warr. Ves; but vilely as he has treated me, 1 
muſt ſtill be calm. 
i ; L. Warr. 


„ — 2 * — 1 
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L. Wait. Walk in fir, walk in. 

Var. No ma'am—P'd rather ſtay here. 

L. Wair. I beg you'll walk in Mr Vapid. 

Var. Enters gentiy. Pray be ſeated fir, I have 
ſomething of conte quence to impart to you. | 
Vr. I'd never have ventured, but in 28 of ſeeing 

my dear Marianne. 

L. War.. indeed, I wild: not detain you a moment. 

Var. Very well n.a'am, if that's the caſe, \/luwly 


bela hinſelf its very alarming! _ [Aide 


L. Wait. Letty, leave the room and faſten the door. 
Var. No, no, (turning 10 Ty; don“ 4 talten the door, 


Il T betecch you. 


L. Wait. You're very much Sen Mr Vapid! 


MY hope you don't think l've any deſigns againſt you, 


Var. I dau't know W ma'am, ſuch are per- 
fectiy dramatic 
L Wair. Well, but I d you from your Ing 


Pii tell you why I have given yuu this trouble—my bu- 
ſineſs, Mr Vapid, was to converie with you on the tarci- 


cal affair that happen'd at Neville” 8. 


Var. Farcical!. ; 
L. Wait. Yes, fir, the farcical affair that happen'd | 


alt Mr Neville's. 


Var. Farcical! wha my Epilogue, ma "am! I hope | 


: you don't mean to reflect on that. 
IL. Warr. No, fir, far from it—I have no > doubt but 
it is a very elegant compolition. = 


Var. Doubt! here it is—read — very firſt pro- YT 


duction ol the age a regular climax of poetic * 


—the laſt line the ne plus ultra of genius. 
L. Wait. But to be ſerious, Mr Vapid. N 
Var. Why Lam ſerious— and I'll tei you Lady Wait- 


fort— is the lait line of an Epilogue, and the laſt ſcene 
of a comedy that always diſtracts me—'tis the reconcilia- 
tion of lovers there's the difficulty ou find i it ſo in 

real life I dare ſay? 


IL. War. Yes, but Mr Vapid, this affair concerns me 


exceedingly, and I with to know what is to be done? 


Var. ll tell you—write a play, and bad as it may poſ- 


ſibly be, and I dare fay 'twill be bad enough, yet lay 'tis 
| a rackation from the French, and inter weave a few 


E 3 . compliments 
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compliments on the Engliſh, and my life on't it does 


wonders—do it, and ſay you had the thought from me. 
I. Warr. Sir, do you mean to inſult me? 


Var. But only be cautious in your ſtyle, - women are 


in in general apt to indulge that warm luxuriancy of fancy 
they poſſeſs—but do be careful be * you are 
not, I've done with you. 


L. War. Sir, I defire you'll be more © reſpe&ful—I 


don't underſtand it at all (ri/ing.) 


thing. 
0 There's in her all that we believe of Heav' „5 
Amazing brightneſs, purity and truth, 
Eternal] joy and everlaſting love.” _ 
Enter MARIANNE. 


Vie. My dear Marianne, my ſweet little partner, * 


* to ſee you. 


Max. And my dear ſweet Mr Poet, I rejoice to ſee you. 
IL. Warr. Provoking! hav'n't I told you a thouſand 


times not to break in upon me when I am alone. 


Mas. Alone! My lady, do you reckon Mr N no- 


boch then. 

BS 7, 1 Suppoſe 1 ſhow” d, what i is it to you? | 
Max. Then I have no notion of your nobowies—T al- 
ways thought them harmleſs unmeaning things—but Mr 


 Vapid's not fo very harmleſs either are you Mr ee 2 


VA. Indeed ma' am, I am not. 


Max. There now I told you ſo— upon my word you . 


rely too much on your time of life—you do indeed—you 


____Phink becauſe you're a little the worſe tur wear, you may 
truſt yourſelf any where but you're miltaken—you're 
not near ſo bad as you * ny I don l Eder, 


do I Mr Vapid ? 
Var. Indeed ma'am you do not. 


I. Warr. Look'ye Mifs—your inſolence is not to be 
W have been the chief cauſe of all my perplexity. 


Max. Nay aunt, don't ſay that. 


I. Wair. No matter, your behaviour is ſhameful, and 
it is bigh time I exert the authority of a relation—you 
are a diſgrace to me—to yourlelt and your friends 

therefore I'm determin'd to put into execution a ſcheme 


I have long thought of. 3 
e os 1 | Mas. 


Var. Then here comes one that will explain every 
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Mas. What i is it? ſomething pleaſing I hope. 
L. Wait. No, but you ſhall retire to a convent, till 


31 


{ you take poſſeſſion of your fortune. 


Marx. A convent! Oh Lord! I can't make up my 


mind to it, now don't, * don't think of t—T declare 
— its quite ſhocking. 


L. Warr. It is a far better olace then you ln 


| - my reſolution is fix'd, and we ſhall ſee whether a life of 


| ſolitude and auſterity, will not awaken ſome ſenſe a 
ſhame in you. 
| Mar. Indeed I can't bear the thoughts of it—Oh do 
ſpeak to her Mr Vapid, tell her about the naſty monks, 
now do—A convent! mercy! what a check to the paſſions? 
Oh! I can't bear it. [ Weeping. 
Var. Gad here's a ſudden touch of tragedy—pray 
Y Lady Waitfort, reflect, you can't ſend a lady to a con- 
vent while the theatres are open—ſee it will break * 


9 8 your girls heart Don't weep ſo Marianne. 


Mas. I can't help it—it will be the death of x me— 
pray my dear aunt 
L. Wair. Not a RE TRY "Tx tai morrow 


you ſhall leave this country, and then I have done wi 
you for ever. | ; 


Max. Oh, my pocr heart! 

Var. See, ſhe'll faint! 

Max. Oh, oh! /faints in Lady Wairfort's arms. 1 | 

I.. Wair. Oh! Fhave gore too far, what's to be done? 

Var. Some relief immediately, or the'll expire- 
where ſhall I fly, PI call the ſervants. 

I. War. No, 'twill be too late I have ſome drops 


in the next cloſet may recover her—hold her a moment, 


and for heaven's fake take care of her.. 1 | 
. (Marianne lies in Vapid's arms.) 
. Ta Poor girl! how I pity her! I _ loved her. 
Mags. Did you really love me, Mr Vapid? 
Var. Hey day recovered ! here's incident! 
Manx. But did you really love me, Mr Vapid? : 
Var Yes, I did—what ſtage effect! 


Max. And wou'd you have really run away with me T 


Mr Vapid ? 
Var. Les, I really wou'd—a new ſituation! 


Mas. 


(1 

\ 
* 
\ 
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Max. Then come along this moment. 


Var. Huſh! here's the old lady! keep dying as be⸗ 


| fore, and we'll effect the bufineſs—more * . 
{ Re-enter Lady Waittort 
L. Wars: Well Mr Vapid, how does the do 1 now ? 
Lord! She's in ſtrong convulſions ! 
Var. Yes, ma'am, ſhe's dying! where are the drops! ? 
L. Warr. Here fir. 


Var. There are . few—are there * more of che 


ſame kind? | 
I. Warr. Yes fir, plenty. 
Var. Fetch them —'tis the only hope —if you - have 


. any hartshorn too, bring a little of that—our feebags wilk Eo. 


need it all. 
L. Wair. very true Mr Vapid—I declare to d you I'm 


quite ſhock' d! I Peng 2 
Max. Well, Mr Vapid—now ler 8 run 1 away —Ccome. 


—why what are you thinking of? _ 

Var. My lait ſcene—and 1 fear— 5 

Max. What do you fear? EE 

Var. That it can't be m managed—let me ru cer- 
tainly run Fs: and Ih. returns — faith | mult ſee her 
return. 


Max. No, no, pray let us be gone, think of this ano- 


. ther time. 


Vae. 80 I will, it will do for the fourth tho” not for 
the faith at—therefore my dear little girl. ne , 


and we'll live and die together! 
Man. Die together. 
Var. Ay, die all! die nobly.: thy like demi ee. 


[ Exeunt. 


: Enter Lady Wares LF with two J nge . bottles. ) 


L. Wair. Here Mr Vapid, here's the drops — What 


gone, mercy on me!—but no matter I wrong myſelf to 
think of her, I'll follow my lord, and if he (till avoids 
me, I'tl have done with them all for ever —ruin'd by a 


_ time-killer !—by a writer of is codec I ſhall 
burlt with diſappointment. [Exit. 


SCENE— An apartment in Neville? 8 Hoe. 
E ter Loui CoukrxEx. 


Kink Still in the ſame houſe, yet ſtill afraid to moet 
him — Oh Neville! my ſuperior in every ** boy 


— — — — 
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can I hope for your forgiveneſs? While you revealed an 

affection it had done you credit to deny, I concealed ; a 
Joe I might have been proud to confeſs. 
Enter Vaeid and MARRIANNE. 

Max. Oh, Miſs Courtney, my ſweet Miſs Courtney ! 


— — 


Mr Vapid has run away with me, and I'm ſo frighten'd 


for fear of Lady Waitfort. 


Lov. Yes, ſhe may well alarm you—ſhe has deſtroy'd 
my peace for ever! but have you ſeen Mr Neville: ? Yet 


| | why do | aſk ? 


Var. Seen Mr Neville! What, doen? t he e yet know 
you are in his lodgings ? ; 

Lov. No, and I hope never will, che moment his 3 | 
ther returns, I ſhall fer out for my uncle” „ and N 8 
never ſee him more. 5 

Va. And why not 16. bin Maden ? 

Lov. Becauſe I cannot bear the fight of one I have 
ſo injured. 

Vay. This will do, this wi do- mutual equivoque! 
- miſunderſtanding ! my own caſe exactly. 

Mas. Your own caſe Mr Vapid ! Lord you baſe man! 
have you got a young lady in your longings 
Var. Ridiculous ! don't talk about your W at 


ſuch an awful time the very ſituation in my comedy !— 
_ the laſt ſcene to a {yllable—here” n ere unity of im- 
* the denouement. . 
Enter Pæ TEX. | 
Per. Ma' am, my maſter is ts a of | 


| his delay has been a long interview with Mr Willoughby 


— —- — — 


—— — 


| —he doesn't know you are here. 


Lov. Marianne excuſe me, __ be ſafe from Lady 
Waitfort here—Indeed I'm very ill. 

Max. Nay, where are you going ? 5 . 

Lov. Alas! any where to avoid him. Farewell! and 


map you enjoy that happineſs I have for ever loſt. LZEæit. _ 


Max Poor dear girl! I muſtn't leave her thus. Mr 
Vapid, we won't run away till ſomething is done for her. 
Vay. Go—there's a good g girl follow and comfort her. 
Max. I will. Lord, if they mult be happy in being 
friends again, what mult I be who make them ſo. | 5 
| | "(Rm N Loviſa. 
Vary. 
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Var. The picture before me ! all from nature. I muſt. 


heivhten his diſtreſs—for contraſt is every thing Peter, 
not a werd for your life. [Gives him a * on we . 
| mor one word, you dull dog. 

Enter NEviLLE. 

| Nev. Vapid, I'm glad to fee you _ letter from 
my brother ? | 

Per. No, fir. | 

Nev. Nor meſſage? 

Per. N 5 ſir. | 


| Nev. Then I need doubt no longer — tis evident he | 


; ods me. Cruel ungenerous Floriville, 


Var. 2 .caning over his chair. ] Mii: 5 Courtney will ne · 


ver ſee yon again! 


Nu v. I know it — too wall i it—that nd that - 


only makes me determine to leave this n for ever. 
Var You are unhappy then? 
Nev. C: mplctely ſo. 


Var. Then ſtop. 1 by him. 4 sbe v was a divinity, 7 


Hary! - e 
Nev. An angel! 
| Vae. And thus to loſe her! 


Nev. S' death, don't torment me ! 5 ing. J my griefs : 


are already beyond bearing! 


Var. It will do—he's as unhappy as 1 could wiſh. 
Par. I can hold no longer, fir 


Var. Hulk, you damn'd dog! you'll ruin the cataſ. 


trophe. 


Per. I dow” t care TU tell him every thing —fir— 


. Mr Neville. 


VA. [Taking hold i Peter ad 1 him forward. : 
 Hark'ye, you villain! do you ever go to a aye. Do. 


you ever fit in the gallery? 
Per. Yes, fir, ſometimes. | 
Var. Then know this is all for your good—you'll ap- 
plaud this ſome day or other, you dog. Curſe it, won't 


he be happy cnongh by and by. What, you. are e going - 


abroad, Neville ? 
Nev. Yes, for ever—Farewell, 3 


VA. Farewell, Neville! e, night. 5 for the 


effect! Miſs Courtney i is in the next room. 
Nev, "What | | | 


Var. 


— 


— 
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Var. Miſs Courtney i is in the next room. 
Ne v. Louiſa! Is it poſſible? 


Var. There's light and ſhade. Ves, your brother 


brought her here, and ſhe expects him to return ev'ry 
moment. 


Nev. My brother! Then 'tis he means to marry her 


| —nay, perhaps they are already ä Heavens! 
I ſhall go wild! 


Var. Don't go wild—that will ruin the denouement. 


Nx. No matter —l'm reſolv'd, I'll bid her farewell 
for ever. Vapid, tis the laſt Cres I ſhall aſk of you, 


give her this letter, and tell her, ſince I have reſented 


Willoughby's attack upon her honour, I think I may be 
allowed to vindicate my own, [til] great as have been my 


faults, my truth has ul been Gs and wherever 1 
wander — | 


Var. Here's n noe; Why you misunderſtand : 


5 —hſhe i is not married, nor going to be married. 


Ne v. Come, this is no time for raillery. 55 
Var. Raillery! Why I am ſerious —ſerious as the laſt h 


en go to her, preſerve the unity of the action; 
marry her directly, and if the cataſtrophe does not con- 
_ clude with ſpirit, why damn my races wy 


comedy, that's all. 
Nux. Would to heaven you were in earneſt. | 
Var. Earneſt—why there it is now—the women, dear 


creatures, are alway's ready enough to produce effect; 


but the men are fo curſt undramatic—Go to her—1I tell | 


you go to her. Here is my lord and your brother with 


him. Come go to the lady—make as good an exit as 


you can. "Two flourithes—that will do. [ Exit Nev. 


Enter Lord Scared and FLORIVELLE. 
L. ScRa rc. That eurſt dramatic maniac—it 1 ſee him 


FAY again 


Pros. My dear uncle, conſent to Harry? 8 marriage, 


and depend on't, he ſhall trouble you no more. 


IL. Scrarcn. I tell you again, I will not. 

Fros. Will you give any hopes of future conſent ? 
L. Scxarcn. By the word of 2 Peer, I will not. 
Var. Maſter Brook, let me perſuade you— _ 

L. DCRATCH. Flames and Erevrands ! the fiend again! 


VAT. 
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Var. Give your conſent, and I'll give Neville a for- 

tune—he ſhall have the entire profits of the different | 

plays in which I intend to introduce — and the old 

Lady Hurlothrumbo. | 

I., Scxarca. Oh, that I was not a Peer! If I was | 

any thing elſe, but thank heaven, Louila 1 is more averſe T- 

to the match than mylelt. 

Var. Is the? 

Wo SCRATCH. * the knows his falſchold, and deſpiſes -| 

him. 

War. What, you are conkdent of it? : F 

I.. Scaarcu. Out of my way, fir, PL not anſwer you, 4 

Ph 2 take her to wy directly. 

9 ar. Stop, master Brook—the's in that room. 

L. Scratch. VV here, behind me? 


Var. Ve, thee --there. (pointing. . Now for it—what ” 


- effect! O, ch Irmi g! | 
Lori der telt 5. _ the dogs, Fe” diſe Vers Neville | 
Laue! 1 40 Lt) :ita, and Mar riunne Tt 1th hee. 

Var. There, Peter! there's à catatrophe! Shake- 


ſpear? s invention's nothing to it! ! applaud it, you dog— 


applaud it —clap, Peter, clap. . 

I. Scxarcu. What are you at you impuclent raſcal, 

et out ef the room. 3 * xat Peter. 
Vr. I thould [er this down, I may forget. Ee 
Men. He has a very bad memory - Lord, I hope be | 

Won't torget our marriage. 

Nev. Oh, Louifa, what am I to think? 
Lov. That I have wrong'd thee Neville. 


Prosa. My dear Harry, let this be my apology for not | 


1 ſeen you before / Gives a deed.) Mils Couriney, 
ten thouſand joys; and could 1 have tound my hr. cher, 
you thould have ſeen him ſooner. 
Nev. Why, here is a deed of gift for half your eltate. 
Fuor, I know it, but lay nothing; hen you gav me 
money, five years ago, did I lay any ching? No, I ;crgot 
it as foon as it was over, and theuld never have reccol- 
lected it at this m. ment, but for my lord's inhumanity. 
Uncle, I thank you, you have mage me the hap Viel man 
alive. 
L. Scaarcn Don't perplex me, what a compound of 
4 and generoſity, 


| Ma Ks 
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Mia. Uncle-in-law, what are your feelings on this oc- 
caſion, as my aunt ſays. 
L. Scaaren. Feelings! I never knew a Peer have any. 
Max. Didn't you. 
L. Scaarcn. No, but now 1 find the contrary 3 I be- 
gin to think I've a heart like other men —it's better to a- 
tone for an error than perſiſt in one, therefore give me 
that deed, Neville. There fir, (giving it back to Flori- 
velle) do you think nobody has eſtates to give away but 
yourſelf— Louiſa and her fortune are your's Mr Neville, 


. and after my death you ſhall have mine —and now there's 


a curſt burden off my mind, 
| Max. Now you're a dear creature and I we'd mar- 
| ry—that s what I won't without conſulting you. 


L. ScxATCH. You marry! my ſhou'd you marry, * 
how came you here pray? 


Max. A gentleman run away wich me, he is now in 


| the room. 


L. Scxarca. In the room! What Florivelle? | - 


Max. No behind you ( Pointing to Vapid wha i it writing 
at the table. ) | 


L. ScraTCH. Ghoſt's and ſpectres! my evil genius ! | 
Max. Come my dear, haven't you almoſt finithed ? 


Va. (Niſing Yes, the denouement is compleat, ad 
now my dear | reſign myſelf to love and you. 


Man. Come, my good lord, pray give conſent, my 


— huſband will get money tho” I have none. 8 
L. Scaarch. None l dare ſay he can tell you he will 5 


have twelve thouſand pounds in leſs than a year. 
Mak. Shall 1? Then faith Mr Vapid, we'll build a 
theatre of our 0wn—you ſhall write plays and ll act them. 
Enter Ennui. © 
Exx. I've an idea 1 give you joy Mr Neville—1 mean 


to kill time by living ſingle and therefore I hope the lady 
| ns the borough may be yours. 


Mas. Mr Ennui, I hope you'll 8 me and fir 9 85 
Harry Huſtle the fatigue we occaſioned you. 5 
Ex. Don't mention it—yaw, yaw,—the very . 
lection makes me faint in fact my lord, I juſt met one 
of Lady Waitfort's ſervants who tells me ſhe has left 


. 


Bath i in a rage. 


1 | 


3 THE DRAMATIST. 
Fron. I'm afraid ſhe has eſcaped too eably. 


L. Scaaren. Oh, damn her! never think of her—I can 


anſwer for her puniſhment being adequate to her crimes 
_ —Willoughby has told me all her ſchemes, and if ever I 


hear her name again; may I loſe my * and de 


forced to dreſs like a gentleman. 
Exx. My lord! I've an idea. 
Var. Sir I beg your pardon; but really if you have 
an idea, I'll be much obliged to you it you'll pave? it me 
for my comedy. 
Exx. In fact, I dow? t comprehend, I have read your 5 
die- all Epilogue, and | 
Var. Oh then fir, I . t wonder at your having ideas. 
Exx. Sir, I ſhall expect ſatisfaction. = 
©: Yap. Satisfaction! fir, if any one inſults me Pl lick a 
dem on the ſtage fir, that's my way. ” 
L. Scxarca. Come, come, never mind his. whe poor 5 


fellow is always talking of what he never had Ideas in- l J 
deed ! - but come my boy Neville, may you be as happy | 


as I am — I'm the happieſt Peer alive, and I—when [ 
die- 5 = 
From. Ay, PI r for his 3 by my 8 : 


Miſs Courtney, notwithſtanding my brother, I will ſtill | 
live in your eye, die in your lap—and be buried in your 


heart, and moreover I will itay with you both! in England, 
and never return to Italy again. 
| Lov. Yes Floriv elle. 


8 And than behold what ev ry : hour ſhall x prove. 
25 That real happineſs is —mutual love. == 


